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ys EDDIE FISHER’S mother 
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Hat 


revives hair 
surely as 
moisture 
refreshes 


printed from the American Weekly copyright 1958 by Hearst Publishing Inc. 


Ever watch a drooping rose revive after a summer rain? Watch the same sort 

of miracle happen in your hair, thanks to fabulous new Suave. Just a touch 
moisturizes hair problems away—new greaseless way. Dryness, drabness go. 

Highlights sparkle. Suddenly your hair obeys perfectly, takes any hairstyle easily. 


New moisturizing ~ Ls ner ene 


miracle by & 


Tolbne Guts.” 


Available at cosmetic counters and beauty salons everywhere 


Ptr 
3 Ygeable hair. a 


| Dent try to rich bad breath away —reach for Listerine! 


Listerine Stops Bad Breath 
4 Times Better than Tooth Paste! 


oe 


DON'T TRY TO BRUSH 
BAD BREATH AWAY 


Chart proves Listerine’s superiority 


Tooth paste is for teeth—Listerine is for your breath. 
You see, germs in the mouth cause most bad breath. 

No tooth paste is antiseptic, so no tooth paste kills germs the 
way Listerine Antiseptic does . . . on contact, by millions. 
Listerine Antiseptic stops bad breath four times better 


than tooth paste— nothing stops bad breath as effectively 
as the Listerine way. 


AFTER LISTERINE 


BAD BREATH 


Always reach for Listerine after you brush your teeth. 2s 


ach for Listerine 
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AMERICA’S 
MOST 
GLAMOROUS © 
WOMEN 
APPLAUD... 


"WETMORE ° 


Lent 


~ HIDES 
BLEMISHES 


COVERS LINES 
AND CIRCLES 


Excellent as an under- 
the-eye makeup — takes 
years off aging eyes. 


729: 


PLUS TAX 


Available at leading variety 
and drug stores everywhere. = 
HOUSE OF WESTMORE, INC, NEW YORK + MONTREAL | 
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S 
Cunt 


The Research Man...he 
studies facts and figures! 


This babe 
knows all the 
answers to 
why gentlemen 
prefer girls! 


The Playboy... he just 
likes figures (girls’)! 


The freshest 

new face in “LIFE” 
in the freshest new 
comedy in years! 


M-G-M presents 


DAVID NIVEN - SHIRLEY MacLAl 
GIG YOUNG 


co-starring ROD TAYLOR : JIM BACKUS 5 CLAIRE KELLY 


In CinemaScope and METROCOLOR « Screenplay by GHORGE WELLS - Directed by CHARLES WALTER 


Produced by JOK PASTERNAK : a surerre propuctIon 


WEATHER 


Smiles in April 


bring dates in May 
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FABIAN'S NEW FAD 


Lend an ear, he'll tell your fortune 


Fabian’s got you earmarked, girls! 


What do your ears say? If you don’t think 
they talk, you’ve a lot to learn from Fa- 
bian. He phoned last week to say there’s 
a new fad in Philadelphia. They call it 
Ear-ology, not to be confused with either 
Phrenology (skull study) or Palmistry 
(ask any Gypsy). 

Still a baby science, Ear-ology doesn’t 
pretend to have figured out a meaning for 
the shape of all your aural organs (one 
ear has more parts than a grandfather- 
clock), but the idea that ears were made 
to do more than hear with is anything but 
new. Originally, all they did was keep the 
body in balance; then prehistoric men 
stopped making signs at one another and 


started grunting. Suddenly a new and 
wondrous use dawned for those blobs. 

Now the Philadelphians have done them 
one better—they’re reading ears, and this 
is the dope: Small ears reveal honor- 
student intelligence; large ones, prexy 
power and strength; Dumbo-sized ones 
show force, pride and football scholar- 
ships. If your ears are flat, you’re a cool 
chick, calm as a mountain; if they stick 
out, beware! You love a good fight! 

So peer in your mirror, at Fabian’s in- 
vitation, for a quick personality check. 
But don’t worry if those flappers stick 
’way out to there. Remember, that’s why 
Clark Gable flunked his first screen test! 


THE MONTHLY RECORD CHECKLIST 


WHERE WERE YOU ON OUR WEDDING DAY? 


Lloyds Price GAS €-Paramount) srssce re ea eee eee Crazy 
DON’T TAKE YOUR GUNS TO TOWN. Johnny Cash 

(Columbia) . Pe Shes nes Weepy 
THE MATING CAME. Debbie Renolds. (M. C. M). Bs Rae poe a eee ie Great 
MIGHTY PRETTY TERRITORY. Jimmy Darren (Colpix)...........Smooth 
I GO APE. Neil Sedaka (RCA). as RE ET Rone Rae ae Apey 
CHARLIE BROWN. The Coasters Caglantic) Pe ea aS RO OORT Tough 
DUM DE DAH DAH DAH DAH. J. C. Hill (M-G-M)...................Fun 
DON’T CHA KNOW. Low Giordano (Brunswick)........... EOLKG 
PIOVE:- Domenico Modweno: (Mecca) rena. « saves cie eee The 1959 Welare 
VENUS= Frankie Avalon (Chancellor) a. snes eee ee ee OWE: 
PINK SHOE LACES. Dodie Stevens (Pioneer)..................55. Red Hot 
HURTIN’ INSIDE. Brook Benton (Mercury).......................-Ouch! 
IT’S ONLY THE BEGINNING. The Kalin Twins 

(Decca) . me eh EE aeons Ne at cic Soe Eee 
EVENING RAIN. Reel Crane: (Decca) NPR ni ee EEN Ta hin ais eens Geom oso Ooo Cool 
RASPBERRIES, STRAWBERRIES. The Kingston 

Trio; = Gapitol\csaescecee eva ieus tee neat ee ea eee ene Yummm 
LUCKY LADYBUG. Billy and Lillie (Swan).......................-SWIngy 
GOODBYE BABY. Jack Scoté (Carltom)! 2% 2 20 ens ee See Hel-lo! 


Gopher follow-up 


Tommy Sands and I were shooting the 
breeze awhile back about gophers (in Tommy’s 
language, a gopher’s a gal who goes for guys), 
and we pondered the idea of having a Gopher 
Club. 

Well, Gophers, you’ve done it. You’ve voted 
all the way for it. 

“Sure, I’m a Gopher,” says Sharon Kilderry 
of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. “What normal, 
civilized, human and American girl isn’t? I'll 
join your (and Tommy’s) club any ole time!” 
Tommy and I are putting 
our gopher-observing heads 
together to figure out the 
best way to organize Goph- 
erdom—but we need your 
help and encouragement. So, 
keep the mail coming! 

(continued ) 
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NEW SUNSHINE YELLOW SHAMPOO... 


| puts Sprig im Voudr Ccuns 


NON-SLIP 
BOTTLE 


puts SS lee We Jour fair 


makes hair easier to manage 


New SHAMPOO PLUS EGG, by Helene Curtis, actually 

leaves curls far livelier, far springier! That’s because it 

conditions as it cleanses ...so very effectively even limp hair instantly 
gains new bounce-back beauty, new spring, new sparkle. Every curl 

is curlier, every wave is wavier. Only Shampoo Plus Egg rinses so fast, so 
Costs no more than ordinary shampoos. clean. And highlights? Like washing your hair in sunshine! 


P 


ior) 


JWOD OL SONIHL JO 3dVHS 3HL 


Lareamed 
Lwas bookends... 


Look for TWICE-OVER* with stitched 
broadcloth cups—in this dreamy package! 
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ALBUM OF THE MONTH: |} 
vvvv I LIKE MEN with Pegg 


Lee. We make no bones about i 
This is prejudiced voting. Any g: 
who likes men is tops by us— 
Peggy wins. There are great song 
in this Capitol album, sung in thre 
Peggy Lee styles: Peggy-the-Fres, 
and Peggy-the-Sugar and Pegey-the 
Spice. But with all of them Pegg, 
the Singer lets go and gives men 
rousing ovation. Jazz fans will g) 
for Peggy’s rendition of “I’m Jus 
Wild About Harry.” It’s a smask 


q 
VVVVY JIMMIE RODGERS: HI 
GOLDEN YEAR. Hugo Peretti Or 
chestra. Here’s a round-up of Jim 
mie’s wonderful hit recordings fron 
the exotic “Bimbombey” to the firs 
record that made him a young sing) 
ing idol, “Honeycomb.” Jimmi 
sings with ease and polish, as h 
plucks his big-boy guitar and play 
some of the sweetest and janglies 
music around. A Roulette album. — 


VVVY BILLY THE KID and RO 
DEO. Morton Gould and Orchestra, 
Billy the Kid’s a cowboy ballet, anv 
with cowpokes being the TV rage 
this might be called pop music 
There’s a_ trailblazing sequence’ 
street scene and rodeo interludes 
mood music depicting card game 
by the campfire; Billy’s capture; ) 
lament over Billy’s death and 
finale. Rodeo’s on the flip side o 
this RCA LP. It’s a love ballet, 
musical tale of a cowgirl-tomboy 
who turns into a woman when s 
gets her man. 


eee 


eyed Joni; and when Hank died 
a heart attack one New Year’s D 
a few years ago, Joni was in 


RECORD coniruci 


to make an album of Hank’s country 
| music as a tribute to him. Now, in 
this M-G-M collection, her wish 
comes true, and her rich voice sings 
out with many of Hank’s favorites 
—“Jambalaya” and “Hey, Good 
i Lookin’” and “I Can’t Help It If 
# I’m Still In Love With You.” 


Vvv THIS THING CALLED 
LOVE. Tommy Sands. “This is the 
iromantic side of my singing per- 
sonality,’ Tommy says. In a smooth 
and mellow voice, Tommy sings 
“You're Driving Me Crazy!” and 
“I Only Have Eyes for You!” and 
“That Old Feeling!” He’s included 
'a couple of jump numbers for the 
| jivey crowd; but this Capitol album 
introduces a new Tommy—the love 


balladeer. 


pVVV JAM SESSION with Sidney 
| Bechet and Muggsy Spanier. Bech- 
et’s the only jazz artist in the world 
to have achieved fame through the 
}/ use of the soprano saxophone, and 
Spanier is a hot cornetist who’s 
} played everything from jazz to rag- 
time. Here are the two of them, 
playing jazz from the forties; and 
| this is sweet jazz, the kind you'll 
listen to for years. And you'll prac- 
tically taste the jam in their jars 
} on this Rondo-lette album-cover. 


PETER AND THE WOLF with 
Peter Ustinov. Have you ever sat 
down at the piano and made the 
i bass notes growl like a lion or the 
_ treble notes twitter like a bird? 
‘Well, a modern composer, Proko- 
‘fiev, decided to weave these crazy 
| improvisations into a story. And on 
‘this Angel album of Prokofiev’s 
instrumental variations, the comic 
Peter Ustinov serves as guide. 
Birds are flutes and ducks are oboes, 
va cat is a clarinet, a bassoon plays 
| a grandpa, wolves are horns and 
| hunters are the full orchestra with 
‘their gunfire bellowing from the 
. ! cettledrums. (continued ) 
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i my | 
maulenform bra! 


And what’s supporting me? TWICE-OVER* 
—world’s most exciting elastic bra—with 
doubled elastic all the way around the back. 
Feels, fits, looks like no other bra. Marvelous 
Maidenform TWICE-OVER*—now in two 
exciting editions! A, B, C cups 3.95—D cup 4.95 


Now! A brand new TWICE-OVER* 
with embroidered nylon cups! 
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THE MONTHLY RECORD continued 


OUT OF THE 
FRYING PAN 


We promised heart-throb recipes, 
and here’s another: 

Pat Rose, all honey-blond hair and 
light-blue eyes, is one of Tony 
Perkins’ regular New York dates, 
and she told me Tony’s got a passion 
for a TV snack he calls a “Cheese- 
on-the-Run” sandwich. 

Here’s Pat’s recipe for it: 

Fry two slices of bacon fairly 
crisply and place them between 
two slices of American cheese. 
Then place the cheese between 
two slices of rye or whole-wheat 
bread. Butter both sides of the 
bread liberally on the outside. 
Lay sandwich in a frying pan over 
a medium flame and toast it, 
pressing it lightly with knife or 
spatula to speed up the cooking. 
Turn over once or twice till the 
cheese starts running. Serve in a 
jiffy—while hot! 

The recipe is quick and easy— 
like its name. Some night, when you 
come home from seeing one of 
Tony’s movies with a touch of hun- 
ger in both tummy and heart, you 
might whip it up just to bring him 
nearer to you. But—one at a time, 
ladies; Tony likes that rare combo: 


a good cook and a trim figure. 


Maestro Perkins at the 


skillet. 


Friendship Jingle Winners 


Frankie Avalon and I huddled in the 
Photoplay offices, burning the midnight 
oil as we pored over the thousands of 
wonderful Friendship Jingles you sent 
in for our contest. It was a joy to see 
how many fine, true thoughts you all 
had on the subject, and how simply and 
beautifully you expressed them. 

After long consideration, debate and 
reconsideration, here’s the jingle we 
appreciated most of all. It comes from 
Joyce Patterson of Marshall, Missouri, 
who'll get Frankie’s friendship ring (it’s 
by Coro) for this: 

At the dance sat pretty Sue, 

Just not knowing what to do! 

All the kids were having fun. 

Sue! To have some friends—be one! 

A runner-up, who'll receive a person- 
ally autographed picture of Frankie, is 
Marilyn Meyer of Chicago. Her jingle: 


BACHELOR CORNER: 


Edd Byrnes goes for a girl with an 
air of mystery, someone who can keep 
him guessing. (Hollywood spies insist 
he’s itching for a date with Kim Novak.) 
. .. Mark Damon tells me the best way 
to get over a broken romance is to talk 
about it. Bleeding hearts bleed longer 
without first-aid from friends. . . . Hugh 
O’Brian called to say he got a glimpse 
of the Paris spring fashions when he was 
in Europe, and he’s all for the return 
of the “natural woman.” Hugh added: 
“The new fashions put everything where 
it belongs.” Only last summer, it was 
Hugh who thumbed-down the chemise. 
“How can it last?” he said. “Unless it’s 
fitted perfectly, it looks like a bag of 
hot air!” 

Warning! The last thing to talk about 
with Phil Everly during an evening-out 
is show business. “I like my dates to be 
relaxing,” Phil says. “When a gal starts 
pumping me full of questions about how 


A ring is round, 

It has no end; 

And that’s how long 

I'll be your friend. 

Frankie and I are thinking of 
h 


augurating a special friendship corn 
“Friendsville, U.S.A.” in our month 
report, with pointers from the sta 
How about it, readers? | 


Frankie, wowed by jingles, calls for ha 


man talk | 


to get a recording contract, that’s tl 
end of my good time.” . . . Ditto for § 
Mineo. “On a date,” Sal says, “I lil 
to discuss the girl. I find her more inte 
esting than myself. One thing I dor 
want her to do is discuss my career.” 

David Nelson likes to give a girl 
small flower on a first date. “And I lik 
for the girl to let me do things for her- 
honest. It makes me feel like a man.” . 
Tony Perkins’ pet peeve: “I hate rhin 
stone tiaras and chunky necklaces,” | 
says. “I love for girls to dress simply- 
small earrings, a shirtwaist dress, mayl 
a string of pearls and a pair of spotle: 
white gloves.” . . . Rick Nelson lik 
girls to appear older than they ar 
“Older girls,” he admits, “don’t over-c 
the ‘cute’ bit which embarrasses me 
.. . Johnny Saxon likes a girl who cé 
keep a conversational ball rolling, bu 
at the same time, he says, “I like fo 
girl to understand my silences!” 


DOLORES MICHAELS co-starring in “WARLOCK” 


A 20th Century-Fox CinemaScope Picture Color by De Luxe 


ra ra 


We ether beauty soap quite so gentle 


says Cts 


Gentleness is everything when it comes to skin care. Beauti- 
ful women the world over know this. And like 9 out of 10 
Hollywood stars, they also know that Lux is all gentleness 
... from the soothing lather ... to the subtle fragrance... 
to the soft pastel shades. Discover for yourself how much the 
natural gentleness of Lux can mean to you. Your complete 
delight with Lux is guaranteed by Lever Brothers or your 
money will be refunded in full. 


Mtinetws cle caut, o1 JL) 
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READERS 
INC. 


In a Nutshell 


I’m twenty years old and studying to 
enter college. I also work part-time in a 
theater so I get to see many films. When I 
watch the screen I often wonder just what 
the real personality of the star is. So 
through my imagination (and from what I 
have read) I have drawn a few thumbnail 
sketches of Hollywood stars which I hope 
you will find entertaining: 

Kim Novak—slightly bewitched, some- 

what bothered, certainly bewildered. 

Frank Sinatra—a lonely vagabond on a 
crowded pier. 

Marlon Brando—a talented grunt with an 
inclination to the “beat” and a resent- 
ment to the status quo of society. 

Yul Brynner—elusive Valentino with a 
touch of Confucious. 

Shirley MacLaine—a sophisticated gam- 
in; mischievious but ever so nice. 

W. J. JAMIESON 
Victoria, British Columbia 


Yea or Nay ° 


Can you tell me if the Tony Randall 
who is playing with Debbie Reynolds in 
“The Mating Game” is the same person 
who used to play a friend of Mr. Peepers 
on TV? 

Eva Lena DuRNELL 
Lincoln, Calif. 


He sure is. Wally Cox was Mr. Peepers, 
Tony played a fellow schoolteacher.— Eb. 


se 


Debbie’s pal Tony Randall used to be Mr. Peepers’ (Wally Cox’s) friend on TV. 


I Visited a Film Studio 


While I was in California this summer I 
was invited to visit the Twentieth Century- 
Fox studios by a friend of my aunt who is 
a film editor. On the way there we saw 
France Nuyen and then, while we were 
having dinner, I saw Pat Boone (I got his 
autograph). I also saw Joanne Woodward 
and Paul Newman and got their autographs, 
too. We got onto the set of “Mardi Gras” 
and there I saw Sheree North, Tommy 
Sands and Gary Crosby. After that we 
drove around the lots and saw where they 
were making other movies and_ scenes. 
Gosh! It was huge. And I bet we didn’t 
miss one square inch. Then we drove home 
and I thought that this had been the most 
wonderful day of my life. Ill never forget 
it, not ever. 

Barsara MOoLsy 
Marquette, Mich. 


Rock ’N’ Roliers Deaths 


I was absolutely stunned to read of the 
death of Buddy Holly, Ritchie Valens and 
The Bopper. It was a tragedy and _ they 
were all so young. Why should people who 
have given up so many hours of happiness 
have to die like that? 

Susan WALTON 
Dallas, Texas 


We want to thank everyone who has written 
to us about the crash. Unfortunately we 
haven't the space to print all the letters but 
we have been asked to let you know that 
their families and friends appreciate your 
concern very much. See our story on 
page 64.—Eb. 


To Dick Clark 


I read your article “The Ten Most Sure- 
Fire Ways To Lose a Valentine” in the 
March issue of Photoplay. It was a very 
good article, but believe me it isn’t always 
the girls. It really makes me boil whenever 
there’s an article about dating and the 
girls getting blamed for making the goofs. 
I don’t ever think there has been an article 
about fellows and their goofs. And _ boy, 
they sure can pull some! 

Now come on, Mr. Clark, and give us 
gals a break. 

A Discustep GAL 
Toledo, Ohio 


Dear Disgusted: Thanks for your letter and 
watch for next month’s issue of Photoplay 
in which I give girls a chance to talk about 
their pet peeves about boys!—Dick. 


A 


Do you agree they’re look-alikes? Can 
you guess which one is Shirley Temple? 
Shirley’s at bottom, Arleen’s at top. 


Look-Alikes 


Here is a double for Shirley Temple. 
Don’t you think so? Everyone tells her so. 
She is Arleen Kaitis of Brooklyn, New 
York. 

A READER 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Patti Page and Eddie Cochran Fans 


Our Patti Page fan club, Chapter 1001, is 
a local organization and we have a little 
over 60 members. We charge dues of only 
fifty cents and feel it’s well worth it for the 
fun a member has. We give dances and have 
monthly meetings, etc. We give membership 
cards, photos of Patti and club buttons for 
entering into our club. Our President is 
Leon Smith and can be reached at 2298 
N. Belsay Road, Flint 6, Michigan. 
Frep Cotsy, Publicity Mgr. 
Flint, Michigan 


... 1am the President of the Eddie Cochran 

Fan Club and would appreciate your listing 

my address for those who wish to join. 
Patt Boyp 
3039 Redington 
Toledo 6, Ohio 


Sis Says Thanks 


I’m Johnny Saxon’s sister and I have 
just finished reading George Christy’s story 
about my brother and grandfather in the 
March Photoplay. I must say it is a fine 
story and I want to commend the writer 
for telling such a beautiful story. 

Dotores Orrico 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


continued 


| 


WIG 
la difference! 


since even sisters 
have different needs, there must be two dramatically 


different types of hair control... 


only Helene Curtis Spray Net gives you a choice of sister sprays! 


one for firm control... | Ii. a one for soft control... 


If you want 
the feel of 


_ the confidence of 
no sticky film, 
no flaking... 


if you want 
: ease of restyling 
quick comb... 
jolie! choose... 


no dulling qtickiness, La» . Pen JPER SOFT SPRAY NET 


no flaking . 


if you wan 
never-droo 
in the worl 
magnifique 


gowns and accessories 
by Saks Fifth Avenue 


© 1959, HELENE CURTIS INDUSTRIES, INC. 
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New Life to Your Complexion 
Safely...Gently ! 


PALMOLIVES RICH LATHER CONTAINS— 


No drying detergents! No greasy cold creams! 
No irritating deodorants! 


You can give your complexion New Life—leave it softer, fresher 
—with New Palmolive care. New Palmolive’s mildness lets you cleanse 
far more thoroughly than you'd dare to do with harsher soaps. No 
drying detergents! No greasy cold creams! No irritating deodorants! 


continued 


Who Was the Bat Girl? 


For two years, my husband and I have 
been at odds about the movie “Artists and 
Models” with Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis, 
because we can’t agree on who played the 
“Bat Girl?” I believe it was Shirley Mac- 
Laine and he insists it was Jeanmaire. Am 
I right? 

Mrs. ALbert A. FLETCHER 
Aurora, Colorado 


Right you are Mrs. Fletcher. Shirley Mac- 
Laine was the “Bat Girl.’—Eb. 


Rather see a bat girl than be one. 


More than just stars 


I really enjoyed your story on Rick and 
Dave Nelson. It was a personal glimpse 
into their life that made me realize that 
they’re more than just stars—they’re people, 
too, and very nice people at that. 

Diane DuNSMORE 
Van Nuys, Cal. 


“Tony and Janet” 


Tony and Janet, are the ones for me 
Add their daughters Jamie and Kelly Lee. 
They make a perfect family. 
Their fine performances, I always see 
In “The Vikings” or another movie, 
Hope they add to the family tree 
And wish to see them still together in the 
year 2003. 
A Movie Fan 
Montreal, Canada 


Can’t We See Them Every Week? 


Id like to say how much I enjoyed watch- 
ing the stars receive their Photoplay Gold 
Medal awards on the Steve Allen show, 
particularly Debbie Reynolds who looked 
so lovely and was so thoughtful when she 
thanked us all for believing in her. I voted 
for Debbie and was really pleased to see 
her win. Tony Curtis was great, too, and 
so funny. I wish they were on the show 
every week. 

SHIRLEY SMALL 
Bronx, N. Y. 


Happy Birthday 


I have a friend who is absolutely mad 
about Wayde Preston. Her birthday is 


BEST ACTOR 


C1 Tony Curtis,“The Defiant Ones,” U.A. 

[1 Paul Newman, “Cat on a Hot Tin 
Roof,” M-G-M 

David Niven, “Separate Tables,” U.A. 

Sidney Poitier, “The Defiant Ones,” 
U.A. 

Spencer Tracy, “The Old Man and 
the Sea,’ W.B. 


BEST MOVIE 
“Auntie Mame,” Warners 
“Cat on a Hot Tin Roof,” M-G-M 
“The Defiant Ones,” U.A. 
“Gigi,” M-G-M 
“Separate Tables,’ U.A. 


BEST SUPPORTING 
ACTRESS 


a) | 
OO 


OO 


OO Peggy Cass, “Auntie Mame,” W.B. 

O10) Wendy Hiller, “Separate Tables,” 
U.A. 

O1O Martha Hyer, “Some Came Running,” 
M-G-M 

(110) Maureen Stapleton, “Lonelyhearts,” 
U.A. 

O10) Cara Williams, “The Defiant Ones,” 
U.A. 

BEST SONG 

OO “Almost in Your Arms,” “House- 
boat,’ Paramount 

OO “A Certain Smile,’ “A Certain 


Smile,” 20th 

“Gigi,” “Gigi,’ M-G-M 

“To Love and Be Loved,’ “Some 
Came Running,” M-G-M 

“A Very Precious Love,” 
Morningstar,” W.B. 


ea 
aval 


OO 


“Marjorie 


coming up, so I was wondering if you could 
print a picture of Mr. Preston that month 
in your magazine. I know that Barb would 
be just too thrilled. She has been collecting 
pictures of Wayde Preston for nearly two 
years. 

Marityn DurHAmM 

Woodbricke, Ont. 


Tell Barb to turn to page 44 and she will 
find a picture of Wayde Preston. By the 
way, wish her a happy birthday from all 
of us at Photoplay—Eb. 


Address your letters to Readers Inc., Photoplay, 
205 E. 42nd Street, New York 17, New York. 
We regret that we are unable to return or reply 
to any letters not published in this column. If 
you want to start a fan club or write to favorite 
stars, address them at their studios—Ep. 


ACADEMY AWARDS SCORECARD 


Don’t forget: Monday, April 6, 
from 10:30 P.M. to 12:15 A.M.., 

over NBC-TV. See How Your 
Votes Compare with Oscar’s. 


BEST ACTRESS 
(10 Susan Hayward, “J Want to Live!” 
U.A. 
Deborah Kerr, 


U.A. 
Shirley MacLaine, “Some Came Run- 


ning,’ M-G-M 
Roz Russell, “Auntie Mame.” W. B. 
Liz Taylor, “Cat on a Hot Tin Roof,” 
M-G-M 


BEST SUPPORTING 
ACTOR 

Theodore Bikel, “The Defiant Ones,” 
U.A. 

Lee J. Cobb, “The Brothers Kara- 
mazov,’ M-G-M 

Burl Ives, “The Big Country,” U.A. 

Arthur Kennedy, “Some Came Run- 
ning,” M-G-M 


Gig Young, “Teacher's Pet,” Par. 


BEST DIRECTION 


> 


“Separate Tables, 


me 
ONO 


aia 
OO 


OO 
OO 


OO 
OO 


OO 


OO “Cat on a Hot Tin Roof,” Richard 
Brooks, M-G-M 
O10 “The Defiant Ones,” Stanley Kramer, 


U.A. 
“Gigi,” Vincente Minnelli, M-G-M 
“T Want to Live!” Robert Wise, U.A. 
“The Inn of the Sixth Happiness,” 
Robson, 20th 


BEST COSTUME DESIGN 
O10 “Bell, Book and Candle,” Louis, Col. 


O10 “The Buccaneer,” Jester-Head-Jen- 
sen, Par. 

OO “A Certain Smile,’ LeMaire and 
Wills, 20th 


OO “Gigi,” Cecil Beaton, M-G-M 
[110 “Some Came Running,” Plunkett, 
M-G-M 


Save This For Your Scrapbook. 


mil 


(Ida 


CORSETRYe@ 


LADY LONG LEGS. Super-slims hips, 
thighs, legs via strong satin panels! French 
Secret dip frees waist, non bind legs stay put 
without nylons. Never rides up. Hidden garters. 
Nylon power net, 4 colors 10.95 bra 5.95. 
For store and free figure beauty booklet write 
Olga, Dept. PH59, 7915 Haskell, Van Nuys, Cal. 
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Your 
fragrant 

veil of 
freshness... 


Cashmere 
Bouquet 
Tale ... scents and 


silkens every inch of you 


Le amore Vasile ly see 
more lovingly than 
costly cologne 


x ‘No cologne protects and 
prolongs daintiness like Cashmere 
Bouquet Tale. Can’t evaporate. 
Won’t dry your skin. Will leave you 
silken-smooth, flower-fresh all over 
for hours. Let Cashmere Bouquet, 
made of pure imported Tale, be your 
lasting Veil of Freshness. 


Cashmere Bouquet... 
The Fragrance Men Love 


yy Sah 


fashion memo 
from the editor 


Hi! Lots of you have written to say that you’d like more fashion news and 
fads in Photoplay, so in this space every month we'll be giving you all the 
scoop on what’s happening in fashion. 

This month the big news is in SHOES—so let’s heel ’n’ toe into spring 
and summer with some of the highlights to watch for. 


Big news in flats: the lightweight leathers. So soft, you can bend them 
double—so colorful, you can be the brightest spotlight at your Friday night 
party in vivid pink, bright blue, salad green. By Sandler of Boston. 


Toes are tapered or pointed or squared . . . often laced and tied, some- 
times bowed . . . adding up to a delicate look. By Vitality Shoes. 


Heel height going down! The most popular new idea in heels is the mid- 
heel—whether it’s called “Squash,” “Spool,” or “Louis” heel, it means a 
neat and ladylike heel height to flatter your legs. By Sandler of Boston. 


Straps are here in a big way and anything goes, from the T-strap, to 
high-riding straps. Some are even diagonal. Remember that a horizontal 
line crossing your foot makes it seem smaller! This shoe by Connie. 


Well, that’s all for this month. I’ll be back next month with another fash- 
ion flash. Meantime, be sure to write me—I’ll be looking forward to hear- 
ing from you with your fashion ideas and questions. So long for now, 


Cam Luo 


t 25 pounds 


in 30 days 
without dieting 


says ELOISE McELHONE, TV Personality 
“I took REGIMEN TABLETS, and never felt better.” 


““My doctor recommended that I lose weight—but I couldn’t stick to a 
diet. Nothing helped—not expanding pills, reducing candies, not even 
expensive salon treatments. 

“Then I discovered REGIMEN TABLETS. Without a diet or super will 
power I lost 25 Ibs. in 30 days—inches disappeared. I went from a size 
18 to a perfect 14 in just 4 weeks. I felt satisfied with a fraction of the 
calories I used to eat, and my weight came tumbling down!” 
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A doctor’s 
notarized report 
confirms the 
weight loss of 
Miss McElhone. 


You pay nothing if you’re 
not satisfied with your 
as much 


weight loss... 
as 6 lbs. in 3 days, 9 lbs. 
the first week ! 


No diet, no special eating, no 
giving up the kinds of food you 
like. New drug acts directly on 
the cause of your overweight ! 


It’s true! If you’re normally 
healthy, you can now lose as much 
as 70 lbs. without cruel diets, with- 
out giving up all your favorite 
foods! Doctors know that the one 
sure way to lose weight is reduce 
caloric intake... to eat less. They 
often prescribe drugs for this pur- 
pose... and now, at last, there is 
a safe NO-DIET REDUCING DRUG 
COMBINATION FOR FAT PEOPLE, 
called REGIMEN TaBLetTs! Thanks 
to REGIMEN TABLETS, you must be 


ELoisE MCELHONE, New York City 


Now, a completely new drug combination! Available without doctor’s prescription for 


: NO-DIET REDUCING 
w with REGIMEN TABLETS 


CAUSES YOUR BODY TO LOSE WEIGHT THE FASTEST ACTING WAY! IT’S SAFE... AUTOMATIC! 


satisfied with your weight-loss— 
as much as 6 lbs. in 3 days, 9 lbs. 
the first week—or pay nothing! 


3-WAY ACTION MAKES IT EASIER 

AND FASTER Tu LOSE WEIGHT! 
REGIMEN TABLETS are aspirin- 
size, easy to take, and work 3 
amazing ways for fast, effective 
weight-loss. 
1. They suppress your appetite; 
you eat the foods you like, with- 
out overeating. 


2. They force you to lose weight 
automatically by removing excess 
“fluid weight’’. 


3. They start traveling quickly 
thru your blood stream... and 
you lose the TREMENDOUS URGE 
TO EAT! No super will power. 
YOU FEEL COMPLETELY SATISFIED 
ON FAR LESS THAN YOUR NORMAL 
INTAKE—YET YOU LOSE WEIGHT 
FASTER AND EASIER THAN YOU 
THOUGHT POSSIBLE! 


GUARANTEED 


So start reducing the REGIMEN 
TABLET way today. You may 


not lose as much weight as Miss 
McElhone—but you must be de- 
lighted with your weight-loss— 


as much as 6 lbs. in 3 days, 9 
Ibs. the first week—or money 
back. REGIMEN TABLETS are 
guaranteed safe for normally 
healthy people when taken as 
directed on label. 


\ Reg 


CLINICAL TEST PROVES REGIMEN 
TABLETS FOR “‘NO-DIET REDUCING’ 
A leading medical specialist put 
one group of people on a re- 
stricted diet, while another group 
ate without restrictions. Both 
groups took REGIMEN TABLETS 
daily. In just 6 weeks, the **No- 
Diet” group had actually lost 
MORE weight than the SEVERE 1000- 
calorie diet group. This is clinical 
evidence that with REGIMEN TAB- 
LETS you can eat the foods you 
like and sti// lose weight! 


ene) Regimen Tablets 


10-day supply, only $3 
20-day supply, only $5 
(You save $1.00) 


Available At All Drug Stores. 
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Sara Lamillont 


Ps breaks out of a triangle: 
In a plain tailored suit, Deb- 
bie Reynolds sat primly in the 
witness chair of the Los Angeles 
Divorce Court and told Superior 
Judge Roger Alton Pfaff, “Inter- 
est in another woman broke up 
my home. My husband Eddie 
Fisher asked me to get a di- 
vorce.” Debbie’s Ca- 
mille Williams, the 
statement and ten minutes later, 


of Elizabeth 


secretary, 
verified 


mk 
Sara 
without mention 
Taylor, Debbie emerged a free woman. 
Shortly afterward, she was off to Spain to make “It Began With 
a Kiss” with Glenn Ford, telephoning home every day to talk to 
little Carrie and baby Todd and warn her parents not to spoil 
them too much. And reports are that, except for missing the 
children, Debbie has never been in better spirits. . . . In My 
Opinion: Dean Stockwell’s the best of the young dramatic 
actors. Wait till you see his work with Brad Dillman in “Com- 
. . Count Carol Lynley as the most practical, feet- 
on-the-ground lass among the new teen stars. Neither pretty 


pulsion.” . 


clothes, dreamy boys nor good-time dates can distract Carol; 
she’s the youngest student of abnormal psychology at UCLA! 
... Sal Mineo got so hot on drums for his Gene Krupa role, 


Scoop: “What happened 
to us?” TV’s handsome 
“Lawman” Peter Brown 
sat in our parlor and for 
the first time broke the si- 
lence surrounding his sepa- 
ration—five months after 
the wedding—from Diane 
Jergens. 

“T dig marriage; I be- 
lieve in it. At 23 I still think 
it’s the greatest institution 
in the world. Then, why?” 

He wandered about the room, lost in bewilder- 
ment. “Sure, we quarreled. but never bitterly. It was 
Diane’s independent mind that won me to her in the 
first place. But I had to keep my own identity.” Sud- 
denly he almost shouted: “Look, every man in this 
town is looking for what I thought I had—to love and 
be loved, and still stay himself. I tried... and lost.” 

Before Peter arrived, ’'d quietly phoned Diane. 
“Miss Hamilton, I don’t know how to explain our 
separation,” she said. “I can’t find the words for it.” 


“Everyone in this town is looking for what I thought I had,” Peter Brown 


a 


sant 


Hope Lange and Don Murray with Chris and Pat. 


several big bands have tabbed him for guest shots. For me, the 
role’s not his best. Agreed? 

Tea with Deborah Kerr before her last take-off for Europe 
and Peter Viertel. “I loved this place,” she said wistfully. “The 
garden for the children and the view far down the Pacific Ocean 
exactly like the Riviera. It’s so peaceful.” The house with the 
garden, ringing with children’s voices, and the view, is up for 
sale now and I can only pray that a happy future lies ahead for 
Deborah. At least one hears ex-husband Tony Bartley is re- 
lenting a bit and Deborah may have her two daughters part of 


the time. 


TV Jottings: Those bright young fans who tag after Frankie 
Avalon shrieking “I touched him, I touched him!” indicate the 
guy’s on his way up among the warbling world’s “touchable” 
greats. ... Richard Boone laid down his gun and did travel to 
Broadway to play Lincoln in “The Rivalry,” and a splendid job 
he does... . People often forget that western stars can be darn 
good actors. James Garner, for one, is just aching to be tapped 
for a Broadway play. I predict that “Maverick” could set the 
. . . Who’s 


the pretty miss seen now and then in John Payne’s “Restless 


town on its pearl-studded ear, he’s that charmin’. 


Gun” series? It’s John’s own 18-year-old daughter Julie, making 
her debut with dad... . Pat Boone vows he'll be more choosey 
on future film commitments. “I want my movies to mean some- 
thing,” he told me. Pretty great words for a guy with thousands 
of fans eager to respond to his big handsome presence on the 
screen, meaning or no meaning. ... On April 12, musical director 
Buddy Bregman wed Anna Maria Alberghetti, who war- 
bles up quite a storm. Both are singing the song that never ends. 
Especially after mama Alberghetti, who said she disapproved 
and would stay away, attended the wedding reception after all. 
Even if Buddy’s own TV show and the one he worked on for 
Eddie Fisher have bowed out, the bridegroom’s undaunted. 
Nothing like the movies, you know. where there’s always a 


market for muscianship like young Bregman’s. 


Lunch at Paramount: It’s fun to sit at a center table in 
Paramount’s huge dining room and watch the stars go by. 
Danny Kaye, weary after a long trek to Israel, lunches quietly 
with the studio’s top designer Edith Head. .. . Mr. Marlon 
Brando Sr. holds down his son’s table in the rear waiting for 
a tardy Junior. . .. Heads of young actors turn to stare at vet- 
eran Edmund Lowe, part of the “Heller With a Gun” cast, for 
all the world like the fans who stare at them. ... Ben Cooper 
in a navy uniform stops by for a chat. “I’m no sooner out of the 
army than the Desilu TV Show plunks me in the navy,” he 
laughs. .. . John Derek, back from filming in Italy, pauses 
to pass around pictures of his two children Sean and Russ who 
live with their mother in Hollywood. John and wife #2 Greta 
were off the following day for movies in Uruguay and Greece. 
Wonder if he’s running away .. . from Hollywood, its disap- 
pointments, and himself? Greta implied she wished he’d stand 
still and face up to whatever is troubling him about his career. 
Quite late and so very quietly, Jerry Lewis and his writers 
took a table at the far end of the room. Jerry calm! Jerry sub- 
dued! Memories of the days he and Dean Martin set this very 
room on its ear with their crazy antics flashed through my mind 
as | watched him obey his doctor’s orders to “take it easy.” 
Jack Mattis who has a small dancing role in Brando’s “One- 
Eyed Jack” stopped to tell us about Marlon as man and director. 
“The nicest man I ever met and the kindest to everyone from 
extra to star,” Jack said. A bit of by-play caught our eye as 
Rita Moreno, Marlon’s former flame, and Pina Pellicar, his 
leading lady in “One-Eyed Jack.” came into the dining room 
arm in arm. Could this be a notice-me-again on Rita’s part? If 
that set will really be “One-Eyed”! 
With sadness I noted that Cecil B. DeMille’s table had been 


so, someone on 


removed from its place against the wall. In its stead stood a 
replica of the Ten Commandments under a painting of the 
famous director. The scene may change in Hollywood but the 
great and the deserving are never forgotten. And so it is with 


DeMille, one of the last of Hollywood’s great pioneers. 


told me. “You've got to love and be loved. I tried... and I guess [| lost.” 


e 


Brad and Frieda Dillman and Jeffrey. 


Dean Martin, his wife, with (from left) Claudia, Gail, Craig. 


P 
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INSIDE 


STUFF 


continued 


It’s Set Time: Sophia Loren backed into an open gas jet, 
Fess Parker stomped around in sox feet and Clark Gable 
made the prize “boo boo’ of all time the day I gave the movie 
sets a whirl. On the “Heller With a Gun” set Sophia’s ostrich 
feather headdress went up with a poof when the plume and an 
old-fashioned gas light got too cozy. Such excitement! Robert 
Darin grabbed the flaming mass from Sophia’s astonished head 
while actors Tony Quinn, Steve Forrest, Eileen Heckart 
and Margaret O’Brien stood with their mouths hanging open. 
Only Indian chief Yowlachie remained stoically calm, as if it 
were part of the story, which concerns the adventures of a second 
rate traveling show troupe in the rugged west a century ago. 
Margaret, the troupe’s “Baby,” upset the chief’s frozen-faced 
composure in a scene where she stealthily lapped up the dregs 
in his brandy glass. Everyone broke up, including director 
George Cukor. Sophia tells me she acquired her new slim 
figure on Italian food only. “Not the starches,” she assured me. 
“Only the proteins.” Who ever heard of Italian proteins? Speak- 
ing of Italy brought to mind the troubles of Fess Parker, whose 
name had to be changed to “Fier” over there because “Fess” 
means “Dope.” Still in trouble through no fault of his own, I 
heard director Frank order him, “Take your shoes off,” as I 
sneaked onto “The Jayhawkers” set. “We can’t get all of you 
on camera.” Poor Fess. While Barry Coe sat on the sidelines 
and grinned, Fess emoted in sox and cold feet. A chat with Fess 
between takes proves again what an unaffected, soft-voiced, 
young bachelor he is. “By golly I’d like to get married if—” he 
confesses. The “if” is a nice, intelligent girl who would enjoy 
making a home, appreciate a hard working husband and love 
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children. Any volunteers? Line forms to the right, gals! 
Briefies: Roz “Auntie Mame” Russell did it again! After 
her footprint-planting ceremony in the forecourt of Grauman’s 
Chinese Theater Roz had the gapers in hysterics attempting to 
fit her own fair-sized tootsies first into the large prints of the 
late Tom Mix, then into the dainty ones of Mary Pickford. 
Roz’ were the first “dogs” to be immortalized in the cement of 
this tourist mecca in over two years. ... A simple marble bench 
will mark the Hollywood grave of Tyrone Power, who died 
before the cameras in Spain last November at the age of 45. 
The bench is being carved at the request of Mrs. Debbie Power, 
who hopes the weary in heart and soul may find it a comforting 
retreat. Ty would have liked that, I’m sure... . Closer than ever 
these days are Lana Turner and her Cheryl, who've chatted 
with me at every showing of Lana’s extraordinary film, “Imita- 
tion of Life.’ Never has this star looked so beautiful nor per- 
formed with such depth of feeling... . Those Hargitays! With 
each body-building course they sell, Jayne and Mickey include 


free dumbells—pink for girls, blue for boys. 


Ever watched yourself on 


a home movie? Even 
Marilyn Monroe was sur- 
prised when she watched 
her latest movie, “Some 


Like It Hot.” Husband 


Arthur Miller was calmer. 


Once-Overs: Rick Nelson has bulls on the brain, and come 
the first gap in a busy schedule, he’ll tango off to the Land of 
the Matadors and catch a glimpse of the real thing, Olé! . . 

Debbie Reynolds gave Bob Wagner a raised-eyebrow look 
after he and Nat double-dated with Liz and Eddie. ...A 
studio producer told me Diane Varsi showed up for an inter- 
view in Levis and bare feet. Sometimes it seems that, in her ef- 
forts to jump off the bandwagon, the young lady would grow a 
beard, if she only knew how... . They call May Britt “Angel 
after her 500-mile marathon from Stanford Uni- 


L} 


on a Bicycle,’ 
versity (where husband Ed Gregson is studying law) to Holly- 
wood. pedaling every single mile—really.... For Mickey Rooney, 
it’s off with the old love (his fourth wife) and on with the new 
(Barbara Thomason); for a little man, Mickey sure takes 
the lion’s share in love... . Elizabeth Taylor has rented a Las 
Vegas ranch in order to be near Eddie Fisher while he fills an 
April nightery stint, taking with her, maybe, the 27-diamond- 
studded birthday purse—a gift from Eddie. 

—Sara HAMILTON 


A once-in-a-lifetime special! Whichever 
way you enjoy your deodorant; luscious 
roll-on lotion to roll your perspiration 
worries away; or convenient, fabulous 


stick that applies dry to keep you dry — 


en: Rae 
~~ 
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= 
x 


hy 


® 


2 FOR ‘1 SPECIAL 


REGULAR $1.50 VALUE 


FR OR 


you ll prefer Evening in Paris, the only 
deodorant in the world that protects 
as it glamourizes with the lingering, 


ance of Evening in Paris. 


exciting frag 


Created in Paris, made by Bourjois in USA 
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Ever wonder what fellows say about you when 


you're not around? Let’s eavesdrop... 


“GIRLS, YOU’RE 


WONDERFUL, BUT...” 


ver been at a dance or a party when all the fellows put 

their heads together and start gabbing away like 

mad? Suddenly one of the girls draws a bead on the 

circle and just drifts into hearing range. Then there’s 

a lull in the chatter, and the next thing that strikes your 

feminine ears is idle banter about baseball, track or the moy- 

ies. Soon the guys start edging away and you wonder “Just 
what were they talking about?” 

Ive noticed it myself on “American Bandstand.” Three or 
four of the boys will be in a football huddle, and when a girl 
tries to join in it’s just like the referee blowing the whistle. 

The reason I noticed it? .. . Well, last weekend at one of 
our record hops, the matter was raised by a pert little red- 
head who had played the feminine role in one of these be- 
tween-record dramas. She was still a mite dazed when she 
bumped into me. “Is it me?” She asked. I assured her, and I 
assure you if it ever happens to you, “No, it’s just that they 
are talking ‘Boy Talk.’ ” 

And what do boys talk about? Girls. 

That’s the secret of these excited gatherings with the side- 
long looks. You might think that Joey, Bill, Paul and Tony 


tell you everything, but let me guarantee that they don’t. For 
instance, when they show up for a date they'll tell you that 
you look pretty. They’d never tell you if you were wearing 
too much makeup. Or while they might compliment you on 
your new plaid skirt, they’d go barefoot through the snow 
before they’d tell you it was too short. 

Of course, tomorrow in the corridor between classes, Joe 
can tell Bill and Paul and Tony. But that’s their little secret 
and it’s not to be shared with girls. 

This isn’t any surprise, is it? | mean that boys notice those 
things. They do and they talk about them. Perhaps the main 
reason they don’t talk about them in front of girls is that 
they don’t think the girls would take advantage of this good 
advice, freely given. Would you? 

Just for fun, suppose we take a short stroll around the 
dance floor. You be invisible and maybe they'll think I’m all 
alone. 

Here’s a likely looking group, and what did I tell you— 
they are talking about you. In fact, I believe they’re talking 
about makeup (a lot of boys have very serious thoughts on 


that subject). That’s Bill Horneff of Philadelphia saying, “A 


Ed Kelly, 15, complains: “Have 
an argument with your date 
and all her friends get mad at 
you. It all seems stupid to me.” 


Tony Porrini, 16, says: “Short 
skirts are attractive—but the 


girl should be sure the length 
she chooses is right for her.” 


Ted Smith, 16, grumbles: 
“Girls are far too critical of 
other girls—and boys. But I 
guess we guys are no angels.” 


AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 
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good-looking girl shouldn’t have to use much makeup. In 
fact, some girls can overuse it to the point where it can look 
like their faces are chapped.” 

Francis Tomasetti agrees, “I don’t like too much makeup, 
it hides a girl’s beauty.” 

Kenneth Murphy adds, “A girl should be at least seven- 
teen or eighteen before she goes in for real heavy makeup. 
When they start too young it just looks wrong on them.” 

James Salter, from Wheaton, Maryland, chimes in with, 
“That happens when a girl starts trying to act a lot older 
than she really is, and that’s bad anyway.” 

Wait a second, fellows, I think Bill Roth from National 
Park, New Jersey, has a word he’d like to shoot out. Bill, the 
floor is yours: “I don’t really think the fault is the makeup, 
it’s that a lot of girls don’t know how to use it.” 

Tim Bowers, Martinsburg, West Virginia, seconds that 
and comments, “Some girls just follow the crowd on this. 
If one girl wears a lot of makeup all the rest of the girls 
think they should, too.” 

The discussion goes on, but you sort of get the drift, don’t 
you? Boys do notice things like makeup, and they do 
notice how you use it. There are other things that they 
notice, too. 

“Those short skirts . . .” That’s Tony Porrini speaking. 
“A girl should make sure to choose the right length.” Bill 
Horneff pipes up, “Some girls look real great in them.” 
But Tim Bowers points out, “Some do, but a lot of girls 
choose the wrong length and it just spoils their appearance 
when they do.” 

- How about you? When you wear short skirts—because 
they are in style—do you first find the right “shortness” ? 
Boys notice those things. 

What was that you said, Tony Ricciardi? You don’t like 

pony tails either? Why not? “Well, when you’re out dancing 


they can be pretty annoying,” Tony explains. “When you're 
listening to that dreamy music, just gliding along, and then 
all of a sudden she turns her head and you get boffed by the 
pony tail.” The murmur you hear in the background must 
mean that some of the other fellows know just what Tony 
means. 

Joe Wissert has a thought on hairdos: “Most girls don’t 
look right in those short hairdos. Instead of just cutting it 
and piling it up on top, | think a lot of girls should try the 
styles in private and then settle on the one that fits them 
best.” And then they can go to the other extreme and that’s 
what Bill Horneff means when he warns, “I don’t like the 
short hairdos either, but it doesn’t look right either when 
it’s too long.” Undecided? No, not these boys. They just 
think that if you’re going to let you hair down, go ahead— 
but stop right around the shoulders. 

And while these “gentlemen prefer blondes”—and adore 
brunettes, redheads and what-have-yous as well—they have 
some words of caution for the girls who bleach their hair. 
“Don't pour it on,” Bob Nilsson of Massapequa, Long Island, 
warns, “it just makes hair look like straw.” 

That’s a pet hate of quite a few of the fellows. The crowd 
agrees that a dark-haired girl can goof when trying to bleach 
her hair. “If she’s going to bleach her hair anyway, let her 
go ahead,” Bill Roth advises, “but be sure to make a good 
job of it.” Tim Bowers chimes in with, “It can look okay if 
the girl has light hair to begin with, or is an off-blonde.” 

I've heard that subject warmed over at many a record hop 
and the chief complaint boils down to the idea that too many 
girls who do bleach their hair don’t keep after it enough. The 
concensus seems to be that it’s perfectly okay to bleach, “but 
keep a check on it.” And here’s a tip: The boys all get up in 


arms when you're blonde on top, and dark brown or black p 


at the roots! (continued ) 
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freedom of Tampax 


1: . Never knows what any smart modern 
could tell her—that Tampax is the better 
way, the nicer way of taking care of 
those days! 


How different it is when you use Tampax® 
internal sanitary protection! Nothing can 
show... You can’t even feel it once 
it’s in place. You’re free to dance, ride, 
bowl, bathe, swim—as though there 
were no differences in days of the month! 


No other protection is so dainty to 
use, Change, dispose of! There’s PRrfts 
never any chafing, binding, bulg- BROS 
ing. Never an odor problem. 
Never a carrying problem. Extras 


NO PADS 
NO ODOR 


tuck away unobtrusively in your purse! 


Don’t stay in doubt about Tampax. 
Try it! This month! Regular, Super, Junior 
absorbencies, wherever drug products 
are sold. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, 
Massachusetts. 


bg 


Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 


er Bom 
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“GIRLS, YOU'RE WONDERFUL, GU 


Continued 


hile you might get the idea that the 

boys are a little critical of you girls 

when they’re together, let me assure 
you that many of them think you’re just 
as tough on each other. Bob Nilsson threw 
out the bait, “I think girls can be a bit too 
critical of other girls.” John Curcio of 
Freehold, New Jersey, and Joe Thompson 
of Philadelphia were ready with, “Some 
girls are a bit too critical of boys also.” 
Ted Smith of Philadelphia squared the 
circle with, “Sure girls do tear up other 
girls, but fellows are just as guilty.” 

I get the idea that at least we’ve found 
a fault we share in common, but way 
over on the other side of the dance floor 
I hear a voice whisper, “Guys never do 
that.” Oh no? 

But let’s move here on this side of the 
dance floor and lend an ear while some of 
the fellows reminisce about those “little” 
things that can turn a date into an armed 
truce. Denny Dziena, of Philadelphia, is 
telling a friend, “I’ll never understand 
girls. They have the craziest dispositions. 
Some just seem to get mad at anything 
and no matter what you do yow’re always 
wrong. Sometimes they have a reason, 
but other times, no.” 

Tony Ricciardi knows just what Denny 
means. “For instance, you're walking along 
the street on a date, and you say hello to 
another girl. Boom! You’re in trouble. 
Even if you know the other girl real well.” 

Tony Porrini thinks this is bad, but it’s 
even worse when, as Ed Kelly agrees, “You 
have a misunderstanding with one girl and 
all of her girlfriends get mad at you.” How 
do you get out of that one? 

The system Tony Porrini uses makes 
sense. “The best way is just to ignore it. 
and work it out with your girlfriend.” 

And girls, if you’re the type who thinks 
she can make a big impression on her 
date by laughing at everything he says, 
forget it. “Giggling at everything you say, 
even when you’re not trying to be funny, 
can ruin an evening,” according to John 
Curcio. And John Egan thinks that’s as 
bad as his pet hate: “You are out on a 
date with one girl and all of a sudden she 
starts talking about her other dates.” Ken 
Murphy would add another topic, “When 
all they can talk about is their girlfriends.” 

Maybe the girl doesn’t realize she’s do- 
ing it, and then again it could be just a 
little act she’s whipped up, hoping to 
arouse his interest. Either way, both of 
those subjects don’t pluck the heart strings 
of the fellows. Frank Masciuilli spoke for 
most the guys when he commented, “It’s 
silly.” 

It might be, but Ed Brady of Hyattsville, 
Maryland, has a different opinion, “Some 
girls might just be doing it as part of an 
act. Perhaps,” he adds, “trying to be your- 
self, to be more individualistic, would be 
the best way to get out of those ruts.” 

That’s a point that many fellows all 
seemed to be agreed upon. Jimmy Searle, 
of Philadelphia, put it into words when he 
said that girls run around in crowds too 
much. According to my spies, you girls get 
mad when your best boy decides he’d like 
to go out with the crowd—but then he’s 
supposed to be understanding when you 
want to go out with the girls. If it’s news 
to anybody, he doesn’t understand at all. 
I think “too possessive” would be the 
words you can overhear as you flit by. 


ut getting back to that crowd instinct, 
Jimmy Seale says, “it’s really tough 
when you go to a dance with someone 
you don’t know too well and then she 
spends most of her time chatting with her 


friends while you’re just left to wait.” 

“Wait till they start whispering together, 
though,” Tim Bowers tells us. “Then you 
are really in trouble.” 

“Another thing that gets me,” George 
Barford, of Oakford, Pennsylvania, de- 
clares, “is when you stop in afterwards 
for a soda, and it’s been real nice up to 
that point. All of a sudden her girlfriends 
pour in, and you're out in the cold. It’s a 
real lonesome feeling.” 

“I really burn though,” Bill Roth adds, 
“when you are driving along getting advice 
on how to handle the car from your date. 
It’s even worse when she doesn’t have a 
driver’s license herself.” 

“Sure that can be miserable.” That’s 
John Curcio speaking. “But what if you 
don’t have a car? A lot of girls won’t even 
give you a chance for a date.” 

Joe Thompson has a thought on this. “A 
lot of girls fifteen years old or even sixteen 
think it’s better to go with guys eighteen 
or twenty because they have cars.” 

Most of the fellows will go along with 
that, and some add “and more money too.” 
But on the general money scene I can 
honestly report that most of the fellows 
think you girls are okay when it comes 
to matching entertainment with their wal- 
lets. They all seem to agree that when they 
ask you out on a date, they pay the way, 
and gladly. “I wouldn’t feel right if the 
girl paid,” seems to be their motto. 

The best way to start a date, though, is 
to keep it once you’ve made the engage- 
ment. A pet hate of Paul Abrams of Phila- 
delphia is “A girl standing a fellow up at 
the last minute.” I can hear those “me 
toos” fellows. 

And when that date is over, how about 
a good-night kiss? Well if it’s the first date 
the fellows are pretty divided on that 
question, too. They don’t get mad if you 
give them a polite “No.” But please make 
it polite. Don’t get all upset and think he is 
the worst guy in the world—just for try- 
ing. Jim Salter speaks for many boys 
when he says, “We don’t think any less 
of the girl who lets you kiss her on the 
first date, but we have more respect for 
those who don’t.” 

And it may surprise you to know that 
most of the fellows feel they can tell 
whether you're going to say “Yes” or “No” 
before they even try for that one good- 
night kiss. But how far ahead do you make 
up your mind anyway? And do you ever 
change it? 

Now how about over here . . . oh-oh, 
they saw us coming. That’s about all of 
the gab we can check on now. How about 
it girls? Can we bring some fellows along 
to listen in on your party line next time? 
I’m sure you have some opinions of your 
own that the fellows never get a chance to 
hear about. Let’s let them in on your little 
secrets. Just keep those letters coming to 
me here at Photoplay. 

See you next month—DICK 
P.S. If you want to know who’s tops in 
musicland, don’t miss Photoplay’s June 
issue. It goes on sale May 5 and it’s brim- 
ming over with a Rock ’n’ Roll Yearbook 
that'll really put you at the head of the 
class. I’ve been elected recording secre- 
tary and Ill be filling the pages with 
scoops on new records and hit songs, pre- 
dictions on new trends in music and on 
the guys and gals who'll be swinging on a 
star this coming year. 


DON’T MISS DICK ON ABC-TV, ON “AMERICAN 
BANDSTAND,’ MON.-FRI. 4 TO 5:30 P.M. EST, 
AND “THE DICK CLARK SHOW,” SAT., 7:30 P.M. 
EST. 


PERFECT GIFT FOR EVERY BUSY MOTHER WHO 
DOES HER OWN HAIR (AND HER LITTLE GIRL’S, TOO) 


Here’s the most work-saving, time-saving hair dryer ever—the new 
Ronson Hood ’n’ Comb. It’s everything mother needs to give herself 
and her children a professional-looking hair-do—quickly and easily! 


RONSON CORP,, WOODBRIDGE, N.J. * TORONTO, ONT. * LONDON, ENG. 


Lets you wash, set, dry, and comb out your hair...in just 45 minutes! 


4 


Exclusive Comb-Dryer Attach- 
ment...combs out snarls as it 
damp-dries hair. Prepares it to 
really “take” pin curls. Perfect 
for children’s hair’... and comb- 
setting naturally curly hair. — 


Exclusive Air-Circulating 
Hood...distributes air smoothly 
...evenly...to set curls firmer 
than ever. Hood is lightweight, 
polka-dot fabric...so comfort- 
able. Super-powered dryer unit 
dries quickly... quietly. 


Perfect Mother’s Day Gift... 
Comb, Hood and Dryer...all in 
one wonderful set. $19.95. 


ONSON 
Hood ’n’ Comb Dryer 


THE WORLD'S FIRST 
“HOME HAIRDRESSING SALON” 
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The winners—lined up in the far 
group picture—want to thank you 
all for voting for them. They are (left 
to right): Vincente Minnelli, Edd 
Byrnes, Debbie Reynolds, Sandra 
Dee, David Ladd and Arthur Freed. 


THATS | 
HOLLY WOOD 


FOR YOU 


BY SIDNEY SKOLSKY 


I was in a huddle with Sandra Dee just before she 
appeared on Steve Allen’s TV program to accept her 
Photoplay Gold Medal Award. Suddenly, Sandra got up 
from her chair backstage and said, “Excuse me. I have 
to walk around. I’m nervous.” “Why?” I asked. “You're 
used to appearing before people.” “Yes,” Sandra gasped. 
looking to associate director Nick Vanoff for support, 
“but I never got a medal before.” . . . Debbie Reynolds. 
wearing a beautiful dress and a radiant smile, looked 
great as she came on stage to get her “most popular 
actress of the year” award. Wasn't this Debbie’s first TV 
appearance since way back when she was on Eddie’s 
show? ... The youngest award winner, David Ladd. 12. 
was the only performer who didn’t read the cue cards. 
Explained David. “It’s easier for me to remember than 
read.” . . . Edd Byrnes, the hipster parking-lot attendant 
from “77 Sunset Strip.” just gaped at David Ladd—who 
| just long enough to eat up an entire weekly 
allowance of 70¢ on candy, Cokes and cookies. 


sat stil 


Dave Nelson. who was kept away by a sponsor conflict. 
picked up his award on his own “Ozzie and Harriet” 
Show. ... After the program, there was a cocktail party 
for the winners, their friends, relatives, agents, Steve Allen 
and his gang. .. . For many, it was the first look at Debbie 
since. ... Who said: “I accept the theory Rick Nelson was 
written by Elvis Presley.” (Well. the speaker wasn’t Rick! ) 
“Eddie Fisher believes he’s Frank Sinatra,” Mort Sahl 
said, “but doesn’t he know that first he must be Peter 
Lawford? That there’s no short cut to greatness.” . . 

Mike Curtiz told me that it takes a genius to recognize 
a genius—and that’s why there are so many in Hollywood. 
. .. I hear that Arlene Dahl rinses her hair in cham- 
pagne. ... | wonder if Louis Prima and Keely Smith sing 
to each other at home. . . . Although Robert Mitchum 
acts as if he’s falling asleep. | understand he sometimes 
sleeps with his eyes open. . . . Starlet Googie Schwab told 
me: “Intuition is the private property of females. It tells 
girls they're right when they're wrong.” . . . Rossano 
Brazzi said that no woman can resist him if he sets out 
to charm her. Well, could you? ... I often wonder if 
Grace Kelly secretly wishes she were a movie queen 
again instead of a princess. . . . Go buy Mike Nichols’ 
and Elaine May’s Improvisations on an LP record. and if 
you don’t laugh the joke’s on me. . . . Barbara Nichols 
(no relation) recently asked me, “Why are all jockeys 
so small? Don’t they think a regular size man can ride 
a horse?” Well, have you got an answer? .. . I like 
Tony Quinn’s line in “Black Orchid”: “If someone shouts 
at me. I shout back. It saves getting heartburn.” . . 


And That’s Hollywood for You. 


New Kind of Shampoo 
Waves and Curls Hair! 


DITIONS, CURLS AND CLEANS...AT THE SAME TIME! 


ACTUALLY CON 
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New protein waving shampoo washes in long-lasting 


S 


curls and waves as it washes out dirt and dulling film! 


Yes! You can have lovely, lustrous, 
lasting curls and waves today! Forget 
about extra lotions, neutralizers, end 
papers, hair spray sets, nightly pin- 
curl drudgery. Don’t bother with ex- 
pensive permanents. All you need ever 
do is shampoo with amazing new 
Wash ’n Cur!! 

The magic of this gentle, golden 
liquid shampoo is its exclusive for- 
mula of precious, health-giving pro- 
teins and heart-of-lanolin that actu- 
ally conditions and curls as it cleans! 


No wonder Hhe ladies (bless em) are going wild over 


“Y wash’n curl 


WAVING SHAMPOO 


And wonderful Wash ’n Curl is so 
very easy to use. Simply wash your 
hair as with any ordinary shampoo. 
Let the billowy lather remain 5 min- 
utes, then rinse and set. 

Instantly, your hair takes on a new, 
glorious, silken-soft luster, full of ex- 
citing, dancing highlights! At last you 
enjoy the springy, natural-looking 
curls and waves you’ve longed for! 
Obedient curls and waves that last 
from shampoo to shampoo, thanks to 
Wash ’n Curl! 


QALY 
GUARANTEED 
Long-Lasting Results... 
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even with children’s 
soft, fine hair 


...Or your 
money back 
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CLEANS « CONDITIONS CURLS 


ZZ OLEAKS « POHOITIONS + cuRus 
ed 


Safe for all ages, all hair 
types. Dry, oily, normal, 
bleached, dyed, damaged, 
permanent-waved—even 
children’s hard-to-manage 
hair—or money back ! 


$4°0 


+ TAX 


on sale at cosmetic 
counters everywhere 
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with mild, new “Lysol” 


youre 
assured of 


DAINTINESS 


Rey @ You know you can’t 
3-27 ~«COoffend! 


Douching with “Lysol” assures you 


of thorough cleansing — of positive 


personal cleanliness! 


3 _ “Lysol”’ is so effective! 
It stops embarrassing odor by killing 
odor-causing germs. It’s far more re- 
liable than home-style douches, in- 


cluding vinegar! 


4g - 27 Yet “Lysol” is so mild! 
“Lysol” brand disinfectant can’t harm 
your insides. Always leaves you fresh 
and clean—assured of your daintiness! 
Try “Lysol” soon—use it regularly! 
Now available — 
Pine-Scented “Lysol” 


as well as Regular. 


For free booklet 
(mailed in plain en- 
velope) on doctor- 
approved methods of 
douching, write to: 
“Lysol,”’ Bloomfield, 
N. J., Dept. TSP-559. 


BRAND DISINFECTANT 


A Lehn & Fink Product Also available in Canada 
RES SPE ot TERS WRF TES ns © | 


VVVV EXCELLENT 
VVV VERY GooD 


get more out of life— 


go out toa 


movie 


What’s on tonight? 
You’ve got to go out 
to see the best! Look for 
these new pictures 


at your favorite theater 


Rio Bravo WARNERS, TECHNICOLOR 
VVVV The action smashes at us hard all 
the way through this big, bold western. 
Then, time out! Rick Nelson strikes up a 
few chords on his guitar, and sheriff John 
Wayne stands by while his three deputies 
relax with a little music. They’re a funny 
trio. The townspeople think Rick’s just a 
brash kid and Dean Martin’s a no-account 
drunk and Walter Brennan’s an old fool. 
But we (and Wayne) know better. Let ’em 
sing—they’ve earned it. And we need a 
breather, too! When Rick isn’t harmoniz- 
ing with Dean on “My Pony, My Rifle 
and Me” or soloing on “Cindy,” he’s right 
in there proving he can be a fast gun— 
and a good actor. So is Dean, who shows 
his offscreen pal Sinatra that more than 
one singer can take you inside a man’s 
character and make you understand him. 
In fact, the movie’s loaded with familiar 
faces. Ward Bond is the trail boss, just as 
we know him on TV, but John “Lawman” 
Russell turns heavy—he’s a-gonna spring 
his killer brother out of Wayne’s jail, he 
swears. No, they didn’t leave out the love 
interest. She’s a saucy newcomer, Angie 
Dickinson (shown bottom left with Rick 
and John). FAMILY 


Some Like It Hot U.A. 
VVVV All of Marilyn Monroe’s imitators 
better take cover right now, because the 
original is back again. MM’s really some- 
thing special in this gay, fun-loving role. 
Marilyn thinks her chief pals in an all- 
girl dance band are fellow females, but 
they’re really Tony Curtis and Jack Lem- 
mon, pretending to be a pair of flappers 
such as the crazy “twenties never saw, 
teetering on high heels, patting nervously 
at cloche hats and boyish-bob wigs. Tony’s 
a pretty brunette; Jack’s a hearty big 
blonde (Top left with MM). A situation 
like that could get a little zany—and it 
does, but delightfully so—thanks to Billy 
Wilder’s slick direction. What are the 
boys doing in those girlish get-ups? Run- 
ning away from George Raft (who looks 
the way a gangster oughta look. He 
knows—but then why tell you the plot). 
Go see this rollicking comedy; in fact, go 
see it more than once in order to catch all 
the clever dialogue drowned out by audi- 
ences howling with helpless laughter. aputr 


Imitation of Life Ul, 
EASTMAN COLOR 
VVVYV Rarely does the screen see a drama 


so filled with intense emotion. Mark this 
film down as a record-setter. Every scene 
will play on your feelings—and it’ll please 

(Continued) 


The Opposite Sex 
and Your Perspiration 


Q. Do you know there are two 
kinds of perspiration? 


A. It’s true! One is “physical”, 
caused by work or exertion; the 
other is “nervous”, stimulated by 
emotional excitement. It’s the 
kind that comes in tender mo- 
ments with the ‘opposite sex”. 


Q. How can you overcome 
“emotional” perspiration ? 


A. Science says a deodorant 
needs a special ingredient specif- 
ically formulated to overcome 
this perspiration. Now it’s here 
... Perstop*, the most remark- 
able anti-perspirant ever devel- 
oped. So effective, yet so gentle. 


Q. Which perspiration is the 
worst offender? 


A. Doctors say the “emotional” 
kind is the big offender in un- 
derarm stains and odor. This 
perspiration comes from bigger, 
more powerful glands—and it 
causes the most offensive odor. 


Q. Why is arrip cREAM America’s 
most effective deodorant ? 


A. Because of exclusive Perstop*, 
ARRID CREAM Deodorant pene- 
trates deep in the pores and 
safely stops this “emotional” 
perspiration odor where it starts. 
Stops it as no ‘roll-on’, spray-on 
or stick deodorant could ever do. 


Why be only Half Safe ? 
use Arrid to be sure! 


It’s 1% times as effective as all other leading 
deodorants tested! Used daily, ARRID with 
Perstop* actually stops perspiration stains, stops 
odor completely for 24 hours. Get ARRID CREAM 
Deodorant today. 


@ Carter Products Trademark for sulfonated hydrocarbon surfactants 


43¢ 


plus tax. 
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BRENDA JO KOUNOVSKY, 
Sophomore, MinotHigh, Minot, N.D., 
says: “With all the fun I was having 
in high school, I was miserable when 
my face broke out. Nothing did much 
good, until I tried Clearasil. In almost 
no time, I could really see a big im- 
provement, and so could my friends. 
Now I have a clear skin, thanks to 
Clearasil.”’ 


Prunda Jo koumovefoy 


SCIENTIFIC CLEARASIL MEDICATION 


STARVES 
PIMPLES 


SKIN-COLORED, Hides pimples while it works 
CLEARASIL is the new-type scientific medication 
especially for pimples. In tubes or new squeeze- 
bottle lotion, CLEARASIL gives you the effective 
medications prescribed by leading Skin Special- 
ists, and clinical tests prove it really works. 


HOW CLEARASIL WORKS FAST 


1. Penetrates pimples.‘ Keratolytic’ action 
softens, dissolves affected skin tissue so 
medications can penetrate. Encourages 
quick growth of healthy, smooth skin! 
2. Stops bacteria. Antiseptic action stops 
growth of the bacteria that can cause 
and spread pimples . . . helps prevent 
further pimple outbreaks! 

3. ‘Starves’ pimples. Oil-absorbing 


action ‘starves’ pimples . . . dries up, 


helps remove excess oils that ‘feed’ 


pimples . . . works fast to clear pimples! 


‘Floats’ Out Blackheads. CLEARASIL softens 
and loosens blackheads so they float out with 
normal washing. And, CLEARASIL is greaseless, 
stainless, pleasant to use day and night for 
uninterrupted medication. 

Proved by Skin Specialists! In tests on over 
300 patients, 9 out of every 10 cases were 
cleared up or definitely improved 
while using CLEARASIL (either lo- 
tion or tube). In Tube, 69¢ and 
98¢. Long-lasting Lotion squeeze- 
bottle, only $1.25 (no fed. tax). 
Money-back guarantee. 
At all drug 


counters. Guaranteed by 
Good Housekeeping 


sor yas 
Ageovio ist 


LARGEST-SELLING PIMPLE MEDICATION 
BECAUSE IT REALLY WORKS 


MOVIES 


your eyes, too. Lana Turner never looked 
sleeker or more beautiful; Sandra Dee’s 
cuddly and winsome and John Gavin’s not 
difficult to look at either. The settings are 
lush, and the clothes are dreamy. But you ll 
have to watch all these through tears if your 
tissue’s not handy. One minute, you’re with 
Lana while she chooses between John and a 
glamorous theater life with Dan O’Herlihy, 
a playwright. The next, you look deep into 
Sandra’s heart and see a lonely teenager 
confiding her first love in Juanita Moore, 
her mother’s housekeeper and friend. 
Juanita’s a warm and wonderful new per- 
sonality. As her daughter, Susan Kohner 
has the picture’s most demanding role—but 
it’s sure to be the most talked-about, and 
Susan gives it plenty of fire. This girl, light- 
skinned, wants to escape from her mother’s 
Negro world. The end of their story is one 
of the most moving climaxes you’ve ever 
cried through. 


(Continued ) 


ADULT 


Compulsion 20TH, CINEMASCOPE 
VVV In the 1920’s, America was horrified 
by the Leopold-Loeb case, but the power- 


ful drama suggested by that crime is more — 


than just a shocker. Two brilliant, rich 
young students (Bradford Dillman, Dean 
Stockwell) commit a “perfect” murder. 
Why did they do it? How are they caught? 
What will society do to them? As the 
movie asks and answers these questions, 
it probes the darkest, most hidden parts 
of a boy’s mind. The killers are frighten- 
ingly real; sometimes you almost feel sorry 
for Dean, who’s the weaker one, just as 
fellow student Diane Varsi does. Yet you 
want them brought to justice. What ts 
justice? Orson Welles moves ponderously 
onto the scene to tackle that last question, 
in a stunning courtroom finale that will 


fill your thoughts for a long time to come. 
ADULT 


The Shaggy Dog BUENA VISTA 
VVV Walt Disney introduces his TV 
favorite Annette Funicello to movies in a 
happy romp that should tickle your funny- 


— 


bone but good. Annette’s one of a teenaged — 


quartet led by Tommy Kirk, a sixteen- 
year-old with a nice, wistful-cheerful sort 
of face. Tommy has a problem: He keeps 
turning into a dog. That’s right. A large, 
shaggy dog. You don’t believe it? Wait 
till you see the picture! Tommy’s kid 
brother (Kevin Corcoran), his parents 
(Fred Murray, Jean Hagen) and several 
spies and cops also get mixed up in the 
fun and confusion and you can plan on 
an evening full of fun. aavirtin? 


The Mating Game 


M-G-M; CINEMA- 
SCOPE, METROCOLOR 


VVV You'll love Debbie Reynolds—we 
predict—in this daffy, wonderful farce. 
Twinkling, sparkling, bouncing around 
with a hoyden’s high spirits, she works 
hard to keep the laughs coming—and they 
do. With Paul Douglas as Pop and Una 
Merkel as Mom, Debbie’s folks are a cross 
between the Kettles and the wacky family 
in “You Can’t Take It With You.” Income 
Tax? These innocent farmers never heard 
of it, until along comes Internal Revenue 
agent Tony Randall, who’s a lively match 
for Debbie and somebody you'll want to 
see around a lot more. Clowning away to- 
gether, these two (below left) manage to 
find some time to slip some romance in 
between the chuckles. You'll like that too. 


FAMILY 


Gidget COLUMBIA; CINEMASCOPE, 
COLUMBIA COLOR 


VVV Gather ’round, Sandra Dee fans. 
In her biggest role so far, Sandra shows 
what happens when a very little girl tries 
to out-boy the boys on the beach (James 
Darren and Cliff Robertson), where almost 
all the fun goes on. If your swimsuit isn’t 
your best friend, how do you make a beau 
out of a pal, with loads of well-stacked 
competition decorating the sands? In one 
hilarious scene, Sandra tries chest exer- 
cises, but finally has to resort to playing 
€liff against Dean, whose dreamy croon- 
ing, like the whole picture, is a surprise 
and a delight. 


FAMILY 
(continued) 


ONE FOR YOU 
AND ONE 


Luatic Chow 


SHAMPOO 


Try new 
Liquid Lustre-Creme Shampoo 


GET TWO FOR 99¢ 


A $7.20 VALUE 


JUST SHAMPOO ...SET WITH PLAIN WATER... 


AND HAVE LIVELY, NATURAL-LOOKING CURLS! lanal 
in- 


Wonderful new Lustre-Creme leaves hair _ blessed- 
shining clean, yet so easy to manage, any —_‘0W In creme, 


. : . : lotion and 
Crome hair-style is easy to set. Curls are springy, 
SHAMBOD SAheneee Ne j liquid, too! 
HL WyeN Ann oi ASH waves smooth without annoying flyaway 


ends, even right after shampooing. All 
this, thanks to Lu: tre-Creme’s exclusive 


new non-drying formula! 


30 


MOVIES continued 


i 5 BUENA VISTAS 
Sleeping Beauty recunimama, tecHNtcoLor 
VVV Off we go again into Walt Disney’s 
wonderful world of fantasy, with a car- 
toon version of the beloved fairy tale 
that’s sweet, funny and scary by turns. 
Hits of the show are the three good 
fairies, who look like everybody’s favor- 
ite, fussy little old maiden aunts. But 
the bad fairy’s spells give Walt’s magi- 
cians their best chance to conjure up 
spectacular effects—real nightmare stuff. 
The legend lilts to Tchaikovsky’s famil- 


iar ballet music. FAMILY 


A Cry from the Streets TUDOR 


VVV A lot of lovable, touchingly real 
youngsters—some actors, some amateurs 
—highlight a nice British movie about an 
orphanage. Max Bygraves, popular sing- 
ing comedian, switches to drama as a 
TV repairman who gets interested in the 
kids—and in pretty social worker Bar- 
bara Murray. Already heard over here, 
his song “You Gotta Have Rain” makes a 
charming interlude. The story’s on the 
sentimental side—but there are touches 


of the sordid. ADULT 


PARAMOUNT, TECHNICOLOR 


The Trap 


VV This so-so suspense yarn lets sev- 
eral good players go to waste. Our hero 
(it finally turns out) is lawyer Rich- 
ard Widmark, who’s gotten involved with 
gangland. Tina Louise looks beautiful 
but blank as wife of neurotic Earl Hol- 
liman, Dick’s kid brother. At least some 
excitement boils up when these three get 
to charging around the desert with cap- 
tive mobster Lee J. Cobb. As co-pro- 


ducer, Widmark wished this one on 
himself. FAMILY 
First Man into Space M-C-M 


VY You have to be really mad about 
all movie monsters to enjoy this not- 
very-scientific bit of science-fiction. The 
monster’s a reckless rocket-jockey who 
comes back to earth encrusted with me- 
teorite dust and thirsting for blood. Mar- 
shall Thompson has to chase the creature 
gently—because it happens to be his 


brother! FAMILY 


Night of the Quarter Moon —y.g., 

CINEMASCOPE 
Y In this film, inter-racial marriage is 
too controversial a theme for the cheaply 
sensationalized treatment it gets here. 
You can’t blame the actors; they all go 
at their work earnestly. Julie London 
has some dramatic moments as the one- 
fourth-Negro girl who marries socialite 
John Drew Barrymore; Anna _ Kashfi 
and Nat “King” Cole are sympathetic as 


her cousins. ADULT 


VVVV EXCELLENT 
VY coop Y FAIR 


NOW 
PLAYING 


For fuller reviews, see Photoplay for the 
months indicated. For full reviews this month, 
see contents page. 


VVVY ANNA LUCASTA~U.A.: As a girl 
trying to live down her past, despite family 
interference, Eartha Kitt heads a_ talented 
Negro cast including Sammy Davis, Jr. Power- 
ful but slow. (A) February 


VVY BLACK ORCHID, THE—Paramount: 
Warm, sympathetic, well-acted story of court- 
ship problems in two generations—Sophia Lo- 
ren and Anthony Quinn, Ina Balin (as Quinn’s 
daughter) and Mark Richman. (F) April 


VVVVY HANGING TREE, THE—Warners, 
Technicolor: Gary Cooper at his western best 
tops a strong drama set in a gold-mining camp. 
Maria Schell, as a Swiss immigrant girl, and 
newcomer Ben Piazza also score. (F) April 


VYVV HORSE’S MOUTH, THE—U.A., Tech- 
nicolor: Superb work by Alec Guinness as an 
eccentric painter raising general havoc. De- 
lightfully nutty film with fine photography 
and score. (F) February 


VVVY JOURNEY, THE—M-G-M, Techni- 
color: Expert romantic drama reunites “The 
King and I” team. In the Hungarian revolt, 
Soviet officer Yul Brynner decides the fate of 
refugees including Deborah Kerr and_ her 
lover, Jason Robards, Jr. (A) March 


VVV 


A—ADULT 


VERY GOOD 
F—FAMILY 


CASTS 


OF CURRENT PICTURES 


CITY OF FEAR—Columbia. Directed by Irving 
Lerner: Vince Ryker, Vince Edwards; Chief 
Jensen, Lyle Talbot; Lt. Richards, John Archer; 
Dr. Wallace, Steven Ritch; June, Patricia Blair; 
Crown, Joe Mell; Hallon, Sherwood Price; Jean- 
ne, Cathy Browne; Sgt. Johnson, Kelly Thord- 
sen. 

COMPULSION—20th. Directed by Richard 
Fleischer: Jonathan Wilk, Orson Wells; Ruth 
Evans, Diane Varsi; Judd Steiner, Dean Stock- 
well; Artic Straus, Bradford Dillman; Horn, 
E. G. Marshall; Sid, Martin Milner; Max, Rich- 
ard Anderson; Lt. Johnson, Robert Simon; Tom 
Daly, Edward Binns; Mr. Straus, Robert Burton; 
Mr. Steiner, Wilton Graff; Mrs. Straus, Louise 
Lorimer. 

CRY FROM THE STREETS, A—Tudor. Di- 
rected by Lewis Gilbert: Bill Lowther, Max By- 
graves; Ann Fairlee, Barbara Murray; Georgie 
Murray, Colin Petersen; Barbie Taylor, Dana 
Wilson; Mrs. Farrer, Kathleen Harrison; Don 
Farrer, Sean Barrett; Gloria Murray, Eleanor 
Summerfield. 

FIRST MAN INTO SPACE—M-G-M. Directed 
by Robert Day: Chuck Prescott, Marshall Thomp- 
son; Tia Francesca, Marla Landi; Capt. Richards, 
Robert Ayres; Chief Wilson, Bill Nagy; Dan 
Prescott, Bill Edwards. 

GIDGET—Columbia. Directed by Paul Wend- 
kos: Francie, Sandra Dee; Mcoondoggie, James 
Darren; Kahcona, Cliff Robertson; Russell Law- 
rence, Arthur O’Connell; Dorothy Lawrence, 
Mary La Roche; Stinky, Joby Baker; Lover 
Boy, Tom Laughlin; B.L., Sue George; Hot 
Shot, Robert Ellis; Mary Lou, Jo Morrow; Nan, 
Yvonne Craig; Patty, Patti Kane; Waikiki, Doug 
McClure; Lord Byron, Burt Metcalfe. 
IMITATION OF LIFE—U-I. Directed by Doug- 
las Sirk: Lora Meredith, Lana Turner; Steve 
Archer, John Gavin; Susie, Sandra Dee; Sarah 
Jane, Susan Wohner; Annie Johnson, Juanita 
Moore; David Edwards, Dan O’Herlihy: Allen 
Loomis, Robert Alda; Mahalia Jackson, Herself; 
Sarah Jane (age 8), Karen Dicker; Suste (age 
6), Terry Burnham. 

MATING GAME, THE—M-G-M. Directed by 
George Marshall: Mariette, Debbie Reynolds; 


YV NEVER STEAL ANYTHING SMALL— 
U-I; CinemaScope, Eastman Coler: Peculiar 
movie mixing music with burlesque waterfront 
melodrama is saved by Jimmy Cagney, with an 
assist from Shirley Jones. (F) April 


VVV NO NAME ON THE BULLET—U-1; 
CinemaScope, Eastman Color: Unpretentious, 
entertaining western that has a sense of humor. 
Hired gun Audie Murphy must have come to 
town to kill somebody. But who? (F) April 


VV REMARKABLE MR. PENNYPACKER, 
THE—20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe Color; A 
Victorian marriage romp goes too sentimental 
in spite of Clifton Webb, Dorothy McGuire, 
David Nelson. (A) February 


VVVVY SEPARATE TABLES—U.A.: Deb- 
orah Kerr’s a revelation as a timid spinster at 
a seaside hotel. Immensely able cast: David 
Niven, Burt Lancaster, Rita Hayworth, Wendy 
Hiller. (A) January 


VVVVY SOUND AND THE FURY, THE— 
20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe Color: Emotion- 
filled visit with a mixed-up Southern family 
features splendid work by Joanne Woodward, 
Yul Brynner, Margaret Leighton. (A) April 


VVVY TEMPEST—Paramount; Technirama, 
Technicolor: Scenes of sweeping spectacle are 
the chief attraction in an epic of 18th Cen- 
tury Russia. Tough peasant Van Heflin leads 
a revolution; young lovers Geoffrey Horne and 
Silvana Mangano oppose him. (F) April 


VVY UP PERISCOPE—Warners; Warner- 
Scope, Technicolor: Brisk World War II 
thriller puts a crew of attractive guys on a 
Pacific sub. James Garner stands out. How 
come Edd Byrnes gets only a bit? (F) April 


Lorenzo, Tony Randall; Pop Larkin, Paul Doug- 
las; Oltver Kelsey, Fred Clark; Ma Larkin, Una 
Merkel, Wendell Burnshaw, Philip Ober; Rev. 
Osgood, Philip Coolidge; Bigelow, Charles Lane; 
Chief Guthrie, Trevor Bardette; Barney, Bill 
Smith. 

MURDER BY CONTRACT—Columbia. Di- 
rected by Irving Lerner: Claude, Vince Edwards; 
Marc, Phillip Pine; George, Herschel Bernardi; 
Billie Williams, Caprice Toriel; Moon, Michael 
Granger; Ex-Maid, Frances Osborne; Girl, Cathy 
Browne. 

NIGHT OF THE QUARTER MOON—M-G-M. 
Directed by Hugo Haas: Ginny, Julie London; 
Chuck, John Drew Barrymore; Cy Robbin, Nat 
“King” Cole; Maria Robbin, Anna Kashfi; Lex- 
mgton Nelson, Dean Jones; Cornelia Nelson, 
Agnes Moorehead; Singer, Cathy Crosby; Hotel 
Manager, Ray Anthony; Sgt. Bragan, Jackie 
Coogan; Neighbor, Charles Chaplin, Jr.; Asa 
Tully, James Edwards; Capt. O’ Sullivan, Arthur 
Shields; Clinton Page, Edward Andrews; Judge, 
Robert Warwick. 


RIO BRAVO—Warners. Directed by Howard 
Hawks: John T. Chance, John Wayne; Dude, 
Dean Martin; Colorado, Ricky Nelson; Feathers, 
Angie Dickinson; Stumpy, Walter Brennan; Pat 
Wheeler, Ward Bond; Nathan Burdette, John 
Russell; Carlos, Pedro Gonzalez-Gonzalez; Con- 
suela, Estelita Rodriguez; Joe Burdette, Claude 
Akins. 

SHAGGY DOG, THE—Buena Vista. Directed 
by Charles Barton: Wilson Daniels, Fred Mac- 
Murray; Frieda Daniels, Jean Hagen; Wilby, 
Tommy Kirk; Allison, Annette Funicello; Buzz, 
Tim Considine; Moochie, Kevin Corcoran; Prof. 
Plumcutt, Cecil Kellaway; Stefano, Jacques Au- 
buchon; Dr. Andrassy, Alexander Scourby; 
Franceska Andrassy, Roberta Shore. 
SLEEPING BEAUTY—Buena Vista. Supervis- 
ing Director, Claude Geronimi: Voices, Mary 
Costa, Taylor Holmes, Barbara Jo Allen, Eleanor 
Audley, Bill Shirley, Bill Thompson, Barbara 
Luddy, Verna Felton. 

SOME LIKE IT HOT—U.A. Directed by Billy 
Wilder: Sugar, Marilyn Monroe; Joe, Tony Cur- 
tis; Jerry, Jack Lemmon; Spats, George Raft: 
Mulligan, Pat O’Brien; Osaood, Joe E. Brown; 
Bonaparte, Nehemiah Persoft; Toothpick, George 
E. Stone; Paradise, Edward G. Robinson, Jr. 
TRAP, THE—Paramount. Directed by Norman 
Panama: Ralph, Richard Widmark; Massonetti. 
Lee. J. Cobb; Linda, Tina Louise; Tippy, Earl 
Holliman; Anderson, Carl Benton Reid; Davis, 
Lorne Green. 


Radiantly beautiful 
..- forever 


The diamond rings you choose for your 
engagement and wedding have a special 
meaning — a foreverness. For these are sym- 
bols of your love, chosen but once—cher- 
ished forever. 


When you select Keepsake Diamond 
Rings, yours is the perfect symbol of love. 
For Keepsake is the engagement ring with 
the perfect center diamond—flawless, with 
fine color and magnificent cut. Only a 
diamond of this superlative quality can 
reflect full brilliance and beauty . . . and 
give you that wonderful feeling of pride 
and satisfaction always. 


Genuine registered Keepsake Diamond 
Rings are not sold by all jewelers — only 
by authorized Keepsake-Starfire Jewelers 
(listed in the yellow pages). Choose from 
many distinctively beautiful styles, each 
permanently registered and guaranteed for 
your protection. From $100 to $10,000. 


Dating is really fun... when you know 
THE ART OF DATING 
by Dr. Evelyn Millis Duvall 


An expert guide to happy, successful dating to 
make your teens the best years of your life. This 
fact-filled book is written by Dr. Evelyn Millis 
Duvall, famous author and counselor. Regularly 
$2.50 in hard cover, this book is yours in the 
exclusive Keepsake edition for only 50¢ at any 
Keapeake:Starnre Jeweler’s store. If dealer is not 


Rings from left to right: — MIAMI Ring $675. Also 225 and 450. Wedding Ring 225. ~ listed in yellow pages of telephone book, write 

JENSEN Ring $500. Wedding Ring 125. ~ HEATHER Ring $350. Also 100 to 2475. Wedding to Keepsake Diamond Rings, Syracuse 2, N.Y., for q 
Ring 12.50 ~ OLYMPIC Ring $150. Wedding Ring 75. All rings available in yellow or white his name. Do not send money, please. 

gold. Prices include Federal Tax. Rings enlarged fo show details.®Trade-mark registered. Gown by Pandora 


A. H. POND CO.. INC.-PRODUCERS OF KEEPSAKE AND STARFIRE DIAMOND RINGS 
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From this very moment... 


Fresh New Beauty begins with 


glowing clean, 
naturally: 
_ lovely look! 


(14 dram flaconette) 


sooo9, SPECIAL OFFER 
Perfume, Department E-4 : 
P.O. Box 52, Cincinnati 99, Ohio 


T have cuclosed ie Geet bar wrappers (any size) 
to help defray expenses. Please send me my flaconette 
Ceil Bleue Perfume, i fi ; 


(PLEASE PRINT) a Hy 


glamor bonus with this special offer of 
CEIL CHAPMAN’S CEIL BLEUE PERFUME! 


($1.50 value—yours for just 25¢ and 2 Zest Wrappers) 


The first touch of Zest’s gentle, smooth lather leaves your 
complexion radiantly aglow—free from dulling soap film. 
And Zest washes away skin bacteria to protect your com- 
plexion— gives it a fresher, clearer, more naturally lovely 
‘look. Discover the fresh new beauty of Zest now and get 
the fragrant bonus of Ceil Bleue Perfume— America’s own 
fashion fragrance. 


Name 


3 | 


Address. 2 on ee 


City eee one Sate 


Offer good only in continental United States and Hawaii. Offer expires Sept. 80,1959, 


Copyright 1952, The Procter & Gamble Company 
Be sure to place sufficient postage on your envelope and allow three weeks for delivery. 
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He: we told Debbie, just come as you are. She 

arrived wearing a bulky striped sweater and 
slim pants. “Let me see,” she said breathlessly, “let 
me see.” “We-e-ll,” we said, “maybe you'd better sit 
down first. Why don’t you take this chair? It’s the 
most comfortable one.” “All right,” she said, look- 
ing a little puzzled. “Now can I see it?” We showed 
it to her—and that’s why Debbie blew her top. We 
were kind of afraid that would happen. Jerry had 
flipped his wig and Cary had lost his head. Debra 
had shrieked and Deborah just shrank. Frankly, 


we didn’t blame Debbie—or the others—one bit. 


to raise the shade on our secret, see page 46 


Cary Grant: Is it animal, 
vegetable or mineral? It’s smaller than 
a breadbox, but what is it? 


_ MD, 


Jerry Lewis: OH, NO, NO, NO, NO, NO... yes? 


Debbie Reynolds: Keek! Where 
did you ever dig that up? 


Debra Paget: Ugh, take it 
away, puh-lease! I can’t stand it. 


Deborah Kerr: Ooooh, after that first 
peek I don’t dare look again. 


8 record alb 


For the boy whose smooth line you keep falling for. 


° I I | I 
is | Bae @pligh! Splash! Blues 


one hour 
of uninterrupted 


BY BREAKABLE 


Ais ; 
2 ea : 
For the hi-fi fellow who just can’t carry a_ tune. For a stereo record fan—sounds of a washing machine. 
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For the rebel who’s sentimental but won’t admit it. For the feller who tryes but just cant—SPEL. 


TOMMY SANDS 

y Lewis 3 . a : sings a 

% mo Mi Se ON ge 6 sEroup of 

So MON UWS 
SONGS 
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Extra police were rushed to keep 
crowds away when the news broke 

of Elvis’ elopement. But 
teenagers, anxious to meet his bride, 


broke through police barricades. 


by A. PRILL F UEL, our Special Correspondent in Germany 


Ivis Presley is married. He eloped while on a 
three-day pass from his camp in Germany and 
his bride is a twenty-year-old attractive bru- 

nette he was known to date before being drafted. 

The ceremony was a quiet one, performed by the 
mayor of the small town three miles from the camp. 
Only American to attend the wedding was Hank Theo- 
bald, a close friend of Elvis, who acted as best man. 

Hank told me: “Elvis and Ruth are very much in 
love. They had been seeing a great deal of each other 
until he was sent over here and ever since have been 
writing almost every day. They decided to get married 
quite a while ago but wanted to keep it secret so that 
they both would have a chance to find out if they were 
sure of themselves. 

“Ruth came over to Germany just a week ago and 
while she was traveling Elvis was like a cat on hot 
bricks worrying that she was all right. 


“I’m pretty sure no one else knew about their plans. 
Elvis was so concerned that it all be kept very quiet, so 
that they might spend the first few days of their mar- 
ried lives quietly together without being pestered by 
photographers. 

“Ruth is a wonderful girl and I’m sure they are 
going to be very happy. She looked absolutely radiant 
at the ceremony and so pretty. She had on a cute 
striped blue dress with a tiny hat and was carrying a 
tiny white bouquet—lilies-of-the-valley, I think.” 

Then Hank explained, “They met each other a long 
while ago—even before Elvis became famous. I’m not 
sure if they went to high school together but I think 
Elvis did mention it. 

“You don’t know how difficult it was to keep the 
wedding secret,” he added. “I was more flustered at 
times than they were. But now I’m sure everyone’s 
thrilled that they’re so happy.” (Continued on page 97) 


see next page 


Elvis married? It really isn’t true. 
All shook up? We’ve been April Fooling you! 
‘A-Lo-n-e and still a-v-a-i-l-a-b-l-e is your El. 


And ’cause you’re a good sport and take a joke so well— 


| 
4 


Here’s ELVIS... 


Peter Lorre: “A little lower, Mr. Brown. Ahh.” Tab Hunter: “Why wouldn’t they let my horse in?” 


Wi I arrived at the party, I noticed a 
streamlined white horse parked outside. I 
was sure it meant I’d see James Garner at the | 
party, but when I spotted Tab Hunter I realized 
that the 56 model horse was his. “Hi,” he said, 
“I’m here with a blind date . . . Frankie Avalon 
set it up for me. She’s kinda cute, but what a 
funny name—Zsa Zsa.” I spotted Diane Varsi 
cha-cha-ing with Gary Crosby. Diane was wear- 
ing a bright red brocade sheath dress and she 
told me she’s bought an entire glamor wardrobe, 
shipping her old blue jeans and torn tee shirts 


Tony Curtis: “Janet, are we at the wrong party?” 


a as 
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You figure this one out . . . we can’t. 


+ 
ae 
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Sara Hamilton: “Did you see who Rick came with?” Censored! 


can a party be? 


and SYDNEY SKOLSKY 


to the Actors Studio in New York. The only 
thing Diane couldn’t part with are her favorite 
tennis shoes which she claims are the greatest 
for dancing. Be the first in your crowd to follow 
this new trend. . . . Rick Nelson came over to 
claim the next dance with Diane and confided 
to me that he’s thinking of giving up singing to 
go into nuclear physics. He got the idea from Chuck Connors: “What's our sitter doing here?” 
the picture he just finished, “Ma and Pa Kettle 
Go to the Moon,” with Rick as Pa and Tina 
Louise as Ma. . . . David Ladd was sharing 
a plate of imported (Continued on page 87) 
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The 7 most wanted men talk about what’s nearest and dearest to them— 


"Te Horse In My Lire 


TY HARDIN 
WADE PRESTON 


Peter Brown 
WILL HUTCHINS 


Jim Garner 


TY HARDIN says: 

“Whether he’s running a country 
Or in a corral— 

Behind each guy who’s made it 
There’s always a gal. 


Now my one, I’li tell you 

Has huge soulful eyes. 

To gaze into them makes 

My temperature rise. 

I need her, I need her, 

We can’t be divorced 

And when we're both old and gray 
V'll still love my horse.” 


LE ae 


WADE PRESTON our hero 
(Known as Christopher Colt) 
Says his love for his horse 


Once gave him a jolt. 
“We were friends, good friends, 


He And we'd talk man-to-man. 
z -Sharing our troubles 
As only two guys can. 
: Like a buddy, he was, 
Joh n Ru seal] ea Nothing too good for him—See? 
agen) &) J} Ltt _}} x But it gave me a shock 
To learn that he was she!” 
0) Continued on page 83 ‘ise 
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What are these 
5 stars 
looking at? 


Continued from page 35 
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...and we fooled the stars—and you—on other things too... Did you guess we were April Fool- 
ing you? We left some clues for 
you to follow. Like the wrong 

WE’VE BEER spelling on the Lemon Sisters 
record album . . . or the A. Prill 
Fuel byline on the Elvis story. 


| © 1 How many others did you spot? 
| i © O And now that you’re in on our se- 
F cret, why not join us, too, on our 


special project? Resolved: To go 
April Fooling all month long. Let 


FOR 14 PAGES us know if you’re in favor of it. 


46 


March 22, 1958... 
MIKE TODD DIES 
IN PLANE CRASH 


one year later... 
WHAT’S HAPPENING TO LIZ NOW? 


April 4, 1958... 
CHERYL, 14, | 
SLAYS LANAS BEAU 


one year later... 


HOW LANA AND CHERYL 
FIND THE STRENGTH TO GO ON 
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Ducking photographers and curt- 
ous crowds, Liz takes her children 
to a secluded section of the Cali- 
fornia shore for a days fun on 
the beach. This was one of the 
few outings Liz made from her 
home in Copa De Oro Road. 


OL ALE ENE ERS ES 
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BZ, NOW 0 orate oxcus 


HE tree-lined drive they call Copa 
De Oro Road extends north from 
Hollywood in long sinuous curves. It 
lies in the gently rising foothills of 
the exclusive Bel Air district and is 
a street flanked by spacious estates, 
each set back a hundred feet or more 
trom the road and each protected by towering hedges 
and shrubs. Seas of lawns span the distances between 
the luxurious homes. 

No one has a neighbor in Copa De Oro Road. . . 

The homes are Spanish style, mostly of white stucco. 
But one is of rose-pink stucco and has a shingle roof 
different from all the others. This was the house I was 
visiting that early spring afternoon. 

As I drove towards it I glanced down at the notepad 
which lay on the seat beside me. Perhaps today, I 
thought, looking at its crumpled cover, I would at last 
find the answers to all the questions I had stored 
inside of it since I had first marked the words “Liz 
Taylor” on the cover those many months ago when I’d 
been assigned by Photoplay to do a story on her. 

I looked at my watch. It was just five minutes before 


eleven o'clock, five minutes before the hour set for 
my very first personal interview with Elizabeth Taylor. 

There was an eerie quietness all around. Not another 
car came into sight as I drove along, nor did | 
pass anyone walking. Two gardeners, working on the 
carefully-tended lawns of one of the homes, provided 


. the only visible life on Copa De Oro Road. 


I took a quick glance back at my notebook, then, as 
my eyes followed the winding road ahead, I thought 
about the latest notes I had taken, only a day before. 
They contained a detailed account of Liz Taylor’s 
horoscope. Carefully noting the hour, the day, the 
month and the year in which Liz was born, the astrol- 
oger had given me a wealth of information about Liz’s 
character and personality, explaining why she believed 
Liz did the things she did, and what lay ahead. And 
I planned to ask Liz if she thought the astrologer’s 
points might be true. . . . 

My thoughts were brought sharply back to the pres- 
ent as, to my left, I suddenly caught sight of a pink 
stucco home, which I knew belonged to Elizabeth 
Taylor. The moment had finally arrived. 

Gently I pressed my foot (Continued on page 80) 


After Lana Turner slipped the small card out of the surprise gift, 


her eyes fil led with tea rs as she read — " 


shiny black limousine pulled up in front of the 
fashionable Luau Hawaiian restaurant in Beverly 
Hills. Seconds later the chauffeur got out and 
walked around the car to the curb side to open the door. 

One after another, three women stepped out. The first 
was a well-groomed elderly lady with greying hair, the 
second a slender blonde, and the third a tall, dark-haired 
young girl. 

At the door they were met by the maitre d’hotel who, 
with the slightest movement of his head, beckoned the 
young girl aside and whispered, “It’s all ready, Cheryl— 
just as you planned.” Then, his voice resuming its usual 
deep professional tone, he said, “This way, please—” and 
led the three women into the dimly-lit restaurant. 

They followed him closely as he wound his way in 
between the small round, tables until suddenly, from a 
dark corner, came the sound of (Continued on page 93) 


by CHARLOTTE DINTER 


Tony Curtis held little Jamie in his arms and thought— 


IF ONLY 
MY DAD 


COULD HAVE LIVED 
TO SEE YOU 


QO" of the blue it came, the day they told him { 


would come, the day he would cry. 
The April sky was starless, with the first glow of 
dawn, a rosepink radiance, rising out of the shadowy 
California foothills. A light wind carried the scent 


Gitte 


of wet earth from last night’s 
spring rain in its trail. 

Standing by the wide bed- 
room window with the ruf- 
fled drawback curtains, Tony 
Curtis, in his striped pa- 
jamas, stared blankly at the 
gnarled willow trees on the 
front lawn. He _ couldn’t 
sleep. Looking over at Janet 
in the big bed, her curly, spaniel-like hair framing her soft face, the 
shiny satin coverlet rising with her every draw of breath, Tony de- 
cided not to wake her. Much as he loved her, much as he wanted 
to share everything with her, he knew this was something he had 
to face alone, something only he could make his peace with. 

He closed his eyes, and low sobs choked his throat. They were 
dry sobs, more like a:rasping. There were no tears; yet it was cry- 
ing, a man’s crying. Tony, weary from sleepless tossing, dressed in 
a bulky wool sweater and a worn pair of khakis. In the long hall- 
way of their new home, he passed the first nursery, and was drawn 
into it. There she was, round-faced and (Continued on page 95) 
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FRANKIE AVALON— 

Sure, my name’s in lights and 
people make a fuss over 

me, but sometimes... 

even in the middle 


of a crowd... 


yrs if it hadn’t been for girls, I 
guess I’d still be hiding myself 
under a bushel. Gee, but I was scared 
when I was a kid—scared of meeting 
people, scared of going places . . . 
almost scared of my own shadow! 
Who helped me get out of myself, out 
of that lonesome, let-me-alone world 
I lived in? Girls! And dating. 
Now don’t misunderstand me. I’m 
not saying I was a dating whiz, or 
full of clever (Continued on page 91) 


turn the page 


by FRANKIE AVALON 
as told to GEORGE CHRISTY 


Sometimes, when I’m up there 
onstage, | wonder if some- 
where out in the audience | 
can find a new girl to help me. 


I still can’t believe it’s me, a shy 
guy from a plain family, sing- 
ing with all the big stars on 
Alan Freed’s Big Beat shows. 


N STAGE ¢ 


I don’t think I’m a moody per- 
son or a sad one, but some- 
times, as I walk along the busy 
streets, I get that old feeling. 


i 


cag ans tngpnrsoinor 


shy and 
all alone 


continued 


Say—that litile girl looking in at me 
through the window, she’s real cute. | 
guess she wonders why I’m all alone. 


When Mom used to have friends over I 
wanted to hide in my room. Not now— 
but I still like being alone at times. 


s : 


A crowd of fans like this used to make me want to run as fast as a frightened rabbit—but I’m improving. 


2 


I used to sit alone in my room for hours just playing on that trumpet. I still do. I guess it’s like a real good friend. 
~ er ‘ a 2 a= 


Far away from Mel... from home... 


Audrey Hepburn lay painfully in bed, praying— 
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A shaft of Mexican sunlight sud- 

denly squeezed its brilliance 
through a narrow slit in the drawn 
curtains, splashing light into the small 
bedroom. The thin, waif-like girl, ly- 
ing flat on her back, smiled weakly, 
turning her head slowly to look at the 
pattern the sunlight had formed on 
the edge of the bedclothes. 


As she turned, a stab of pain cut 
across her back and she gave a small 
cry of pain, letting her head fall swift- 
ly back on the white pillow. She could 
not move. 

Below, in the colorful city street— 
the one they called the Street of No- 
vember the Twentieth—she could 
hear the (Continued on page 995) 
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This is the story 
Eddie Fisher’s mother 


wanted published . . . 


the first exclusive interview 


telling “the other side” 


‘ —S ; 


by KATE STUPP, Eddie Fisher’s mother 


ee never been prouder of my son Eddie than I am today, 
and though today Eddie’s future is marked by an 
obstacle, I have faith that he will surmount it. 
“Walked out on his wife and children,” are the words 
pronounced against him. Ugly words. Hurtful words. 
Do I apologize for what he’s done, or even for his 
divorce? No. Divorce is failure. Someone once said that 
marriage is a house that has to be rebuilt every day by 
both partners. One alone can’t rebuild. If the house falls 
and crumbles to ruins, both partners are responsible. 
Any honest person who’s had to settle for divorce feels 
the sadness of his or her share in the failure. I myself 
am divorced from Joseph Fisher, the father of my four 
daughters and three sons. And only in my second mar- 
riage to Max Stupp have I found the meaning of happiness. 
Last fall, the day Eddie moved out, away from Debbie 
and their two little ones, Carrie and Todd, he telephoned 
me long distance from the coast. He’s always been faster 
with a phone than a pen. But there’s been regular, de- 
pendable communication whether he’s been in California. 
New York, London, Korea or (Continued on page 82) 


“lve never met Liz, 


except over the phone, 


but she seems so warm... 


so friendly .. .” 


ANNETTE FUNICELLO: Did you ever ask yourself- 


WHY DID I EVER 


With a quick, restless movement, Annette flopped 
over on her back on the pale green quilted coverlet 
and stared at the shelves on the wall above her 
bed. Sharon’s invitation to a party that weekend 
was propped up on the lower shelf, between the 
picture Guy Williams had given her when she did 
“Zorro” with him and the two throw pillows she’d 
gotten for her last birthday, the ones that had 
“Dangerous Curves Ahead” and “I-GO-4U” printed 
on them. “Please bring a date,” the card said. But 
it didn’t say where to get one. 

Annette looked over at the white phone on the 
night table next to the bed. Should I call him, 
she wondered. We’d have so much fun. . . just like 
we used to... but what if it’s like that last time... 
what if he... Annette frowned at the figures on her 
wallpaper, couples dancing two by two... . two by 
two. Why doesn’t someone else call? she questioned. 
Lots of boys used to call me. How did they ever get 
the idea I was someone’s girl... taken... out of 


circulation? She burrowed (Continued on page 88 ) 


by KATHRYN COY 


GOING 
STEADY 


ai, RITCHIE VALENS 
and his friends Buddy Holly, 22, and J.P. (Big Bopper) 
Richardson, 24, are dead. Yet in the town of Granada 
Hills, California, Donna Ludwig, his 16-year-old girl- 
friend, is listening to his latest album .. . and in nearby 
Pacoima, his mother, Mrs. Concepcion Valenzuela, is also 
listening . . . and in towns and cities throughout the United 
States, his friends and fans are listening . . . listening. 
And for them. all, one song that Ritchie is singing, “We 
by JIM HOFFMAN Belong Together,” has a special meaning .. . 


“You’re mine, | 
And we belong together 
Yes, we belong together 
FOR ETERNITY...” 


(Continued on page 84) 


From left to right: Family and 
friends gather around Mrs. 
Valenzuela as she mourns her 
son . . . Ritchie Valens. he 
had so much to live for... 


Donna Ludwig, the young girl 
that Ritchie left behind him. 
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Join the Safari to the sea in this exotic Moorish Fetchingly draped for feminine allure in solid color 
paisley over-print on hand screened lastex... lastex ... Black, Red, Blue, Yellow... Junior and 
Junior and Misses sizes... About $13.00 Misses Sizes... About $11.00 


Bra: Preshaped contour uplift made of pelon, for the look of natural loveliness. 


At better stores or write: Jordan Mfg. Corp., 1410 Broadway, N.Y. 18. In Canada: Sea Nymph of Canada, 425 River St., Montreal. 


SEE a 


TRAVEL and FASHION: Tuesday Weld and Mark Damon tell you— 


how to leave home... 


TUESDAY TRAVELS IN A WHITE WOOL-AND-MOHAIR COAT (SIMPLICITY 2938) 
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..and not look like a tourist 


r e 

Dont miss: 

Grauman’s Chinese Theater: The world famous movie 
house where footprints of the stars are immortalized in 
cement. At 6925 Hollywood. Blvd. 

Farmer’s Market: The unique shopping center at 3rd 
and Fairfax, with more than 160 stalls and shops, catering 
to tastes for food (gifts and clothes, too) from all nations. 
Disneyland: This lies several miles southeast of Los An- 
geles (loads of transportation, so don’t worry) and is 
really a whole day’s outing. Its Fantasy, Tomorrow and 
Adventurelands are so well-known there’s nothing more 
we can say except—see it. Grownups enjoy it too. 
Knott’s Berry Farm and Ghost Town (just before you 
get to Disneyland) : A fascinating relic of the Lone Rang- 
er’s day with an authentic gold mine and also a fine 
restaurant. Spend a whole afternoon there if you can—it’s 
well worth it. Bring your six-shooter along .. . 
Marineland: A must even if you’re not a fish-lover. 
Huge and awesome creatures from the deep to delight the 
eye as well as incredibly lovely tiny ones. A colorful drive 
out there, it is located on the Pacific Ocean between Re- 
dondo Beach and San Pedro. 
You might also take in the attractive grounds and build- 
ings of U.C.L.A. ... Chinatown, if you haven’t seen the 
one in New York or San Francisco . . . and the Pantages 
Theater at 6233 Hollywood Boulevard where the Acad- 


emy Awards are presented each year. 


On the town: 


Romanoff’s (restaurant of the stars), at 140 So. Rodeo 
Dr., Beverly Hills. Expensive. 

Dino’s, Dean Martin’s restaurant (you’ve seen it on “77 
Sunset Strip”) at Sunset Strip. Very good food. 

Luau (exotic Cantonese food), at Rodeo Drive. Expen- 
sive. 

Brown Derby (also meeting place of stars). On Wil- 
shire at Rodeo Drive in Beverly Hills. Very high prices. 
Moulin Rouge (for night-club fun) at 6230 Sunset Blvd. 
Cocoanut Grove (in Ambassador hotel) for top enter- 
tainment and dance. But if your purse cannot cover these, 
we suggest you try some of the new coffee houses. These 
Coffee Houses are favorites of the stars. 

Unicorn, on Sunset Strip, where you can play chess. 
checkers, and spend a whole evening over one coffee. 
Chez Paulette, also on Sunset Strip: frequented by celeb- 
rities such as Marlon Brando, Mort Sahl, Tuesday Weld— 
the most sophisticated and most likely place to see the stars. 
Via Veneto, on Sunset Strip, where in good weather they 
have dozens of tiny tables outside on the street (like in 
Paris) where you can watch the world go by. 

Positano, off the beaten path, high in the mountains 


above Malibu Beach (Diane Varsi loves it) where on 
weekends they have plays, poetry readings, discussion. 
The Aware Inn on Sunset Strip falls between the two. It 
is a restaurant which specializes in organic foods. Open 
only for dinner (5 p.m.—10 p.m.). Nick Adams and Mark 
Damon go there. 


‘mug ht Like, to know: 


That there are many bus trips and tours. Information 
about these supplied by leaflets obtainable in every hotel 
and by any travel agent . . . that studio tours and tickets 
to TV shows are available by writing to the Guest Rela- 
tions department (for tours) and Ticket Department (for 
tickets) of any studio or network. Best tours of film studios 
are conducted by the bus tours. Addresses of major TV 
studios are: CBS-TV, 7800 Beverly Blvd., Los Angeles, 
Calif.; ABC-TV, Prospect and Talmadge, Hollywood, 
Calif. ; NBC-TV, Sunset and Vine, Hollywood, Calif. Write 
in advance for tickets . . . that detailed information about 
hotels, etc., can be obtained by writing to The Los ‘An- 
geles Chamber of Commerce, Los Angeles, Calif. . . . that, 
as a reminder, no one dresses formally at all, so keep your 
clothes very casual . . . that you mustn’t forget a camera 
because we guarantee, despite the skeptics, that there are 
always loads of stars to see. 


hifere te Mth. 


Beverly Hills Hotel (very expensive). Perhaps the most 
gracious of them all. Watch the stars in the lobby. 
Beverly Hilton (very expensive). This ultra modern 
sweepingly designed hotel has everything, from pools to 
shopping. 

The Ambassador (less expensive), further in town; is 
very centrally located. 

The Biltmore (moderate). In downtown Los Angeles, 
is magnificently located in the heart of town. 

The Hollywood Plaza (moderate), in the very center 
of Hollywood is a fine, up-to-the-minute hotel with gar- 
dens, clubs and pools. They guarantee sundrenched rooms! 
Ben Alexander’s Dream House Motel (very moder- 
ate) is also centrally located in the heart of Hollywood. 
Hollywood Highlander Motor Hotel (very moder- 
ate), is one of the newest. Complimentary breakfast 
served by their pool. 

Sunset Highland Motel (very inexpensive) is ideal for 
the tight budget. Right in town. 

Tropicana Motor Hotel and Apartments (very 
moderate) is just a little way from the center of town. 
Ideal for groups or families. You can save on meals. 
Cloud Motel (moderate) in downtown Los Angeles. 


PRINT AND GOWN DESIGNED BY ROBERT MORTON U.S. PAT. #2830602 
JEWELS FROM THE COLLECTION OF ANNA MAY WONG 


Max Factor captures the 


HILSOCIETY MIRROR AND LIPSTICK CASE 


Wear it like the rare and exotic jewel it is... PINK JADE... 
Glorious new color from the East! Wakes up your lips as 
Spring awakens your heart. Incomparable achievement in 
color by Max Factor, master of make-up artistry for 50 years. 


In Botu Hr-Society ano H1-F1 Liestick — PINK JADE 
comes in creamy-moist H1-Sociery or long-lasting H1-Fi 
Lipstick. Both fit the H1-Society oval mirror-case from 1.50*. 
With Pink Jade try new Green Jade Creme Eyeshadow Stick 
...1,25* and Jet Gray Mascara Wand...1.50*. *pus tax 


—©1959, MAX FACTOR & CO. CASE SHOWN... 4.50% 
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Tuesday's checked suit is of woven 
Arnel by Triplex worn with white 
over-blouse, Simplicity 2934. Her 
lightweight luggage is by Samsonite. 


To, get the most out of your bag- 
ful of clothes, key your wardrobe to a 
color scheme (Tuesday’s is black, 
white, and black-and-white) and trav- 
el in no-iron fabrics. And to get the 
most out of your budget, try sewing it 
—like this Simplicity travel wardrobe. 


A. 2973—Neat black Jamaica shorts 
to wear with your switch-off blouses. 


B. 2958—Low-backed checked dress 


for after-five through dancing hours. 


C. 2915—High-waisted black sheath 
with its own little jacket for late day. 


D. 2934—Repeat of suit blouse shown 
above; this time it matches the suit. 


E. 2260—White pleated skirt can take 
either blouse plus your suit jacket. 


F. 2954—All-purpose shirtdress to go 
sightseeing, lunching or shopping. 


Tuesday Weld’s white coat (2938) 
in Lebanon’s wool and mohair (see 
page 67) goes smartly over every 
dress. Hats by Amy, Coro jewelry, 
Ingbor purse, Jacqueline shoes. 
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ance al vour 
stays bright longer because 
theres more. @ color in it! 


Nothing timid or tame about it: brilliant new Cutex ij ' actual coloring into every. lipstick... to put more stay- 

Sheer Lanolin Lipstick brings more beautiful color than ; bright color into every shade! From the softest, palest, 

ever to your lips...color that stays bright and glowing, lightest pink to the wildest, richest, ripest red...there’s 

keeps its fresh just-put-on look... long after other lip- nothing more exciting, more alive, more beautiful on 

sticks fade away, change color, go flat, dim, dull! if _ you than Cutex Sheer Lanolin Lipstick. Don’t do with- 
The secret ? Exclusively Cutex. Only Cutex puts more iat \ out it one minute more! Only 79e plus tax. 


WeE™ Sheer Lanolin Lipstick j in the new designer's case 


NORTHAM WARREN, NEW YOR 
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plan a 
smooth getaway 


CLOTHES MAKE THE TRIP 


OJ 1 suit 

C1 2 blouses 

1 extra skirt 

LI 1 daytime dress 

( 1 afternoon dress 

[J 1 party dress 

Bermuda shorts 

Slacks 

Bathing suit and cap 

Beach wrap 

Beach sandals (to double as 
bedroom slippers) 

Bulky sweater (to double as 
evening wrap) 

Travel coat 


ACCESSORIES 


Crushable travel hat 

Pearl necklace and earrings 
Your favorite pin and bangle 
bracelets 

Belts 

Gloves 

Scarves 

Sightseeing shoes 

Dress shoes 

Large travel handbag 

Small evening purse 


UNDERCOVER 


Extra slip 

Petticoat 

Strapless bra 

Extra daytime bra 

Extra panty girdle 
Panties 

3 pair of stockings 
Travel robe and pajamas 


BE A PRETTY SIGHT 
TO SEE 


Makeup foundation 

Face powder 

Lipstick (several, with at 
least one pale, pale color) 
Eye makeup (the works) 
Nail polish (And don’t forget 
polish remover, emery board, 
nail scissors.) 

Eyebrow tweezers 

Cleansing lotion or cream 
Cleansing pads (for oily skin) 


(a se i 5 
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OOO 


C1 Moisture lotion (for dry skin) 

(1 Your favorite toilet soap 

L) Hand and body lotion 

( Suntan lotion 

CL) Cotten balls 

(J Facial tissue 

(1 Toothpaste, mouthwash 

[] Deodorant 

[] Cream or lotion hair remover 

or electric shaver 

L] Wash cloths 

[] Shower cap 

L] Shampoo 

(1 Bobby pins, clips, rollers 

( Hair spray 

(J Hair dressing 

( Brush and combs 

L] Electric hair dryer (this takes 
up space, maybe—but what 
a time-saver! ) 

{) Perfume and toilet water 


FOR STAR GAZING 


] Camera, binoculars 

[] Lots of film (especially color) 
(0 Autograph album 

C1 Pen 


FOR YOUR MIND 


(] Travel diary 
(J Letter paper and envelopes 
(J “Amy Vanderbilt’s Etiquette” 


(paperback) 
CL “Ballad of the Sad Cafe” by 
Carson McCullers (paper- 


back) and one other book 


.. . AND DON’T FORGET 


( Reservation confirmations 

(J Traveler’s Checks (and a list 
of their numbers) 

(J Insurance policy list 

( Identification 

[] Sewing kit 

() Safety pins 

( Sun glasses 

( Address book 

[] Medical kit (vitamins, as- 
pirin, motion sickness pills, 
band-aids) 

C] Umbrella 

(J Clothesbrush and shoebrush 

[J Extra set of luggage keys 


4. dress as if money 
_\. were no object 


Mother’s Dress, Style No. 2868 
Father’s Sports Shirt, Style No. 2081 
Children’s Dresses, Style No. 2902 

Children’s Slips and Panties, Style No. 3296 


of 


She married a millionaire? No, he married a woman with flair! ey Age 


She gets fun out of dreaming up party decorations as gay as this maypole. 
More fun out of creating fashions for the whole family—even father’s sports shirt! Thanks to 
mother’s originality and the ease of sewing with Simplicity Printed Patterns, they all have more 


nicer clothes, the right clothes for every occasion. You, too, can make your 
fashion dollars go so much further. Just look at this month’s Simplicity Catalog on the pattern counter 


at your favorite store. Pick a fashion and start sewing. Even if you haven’t sewed 
in some time, expect beautiful results when you... 


SEW wn Simplicity 


SIMPLICITY PATTERN CO. INC. 


clothes, 


veces 


VEIL BY PRISCILLA 


Fashioned for a lifetime... 
and guaranteed for permanent value 


Because it’s your most precious possession, you want to be sure of its value. 
And now, thanks to Artcarved’s unusual, nationwide Permanent Value Plan, 
you can be! For, if you ever wish to, you can apply your Artcarved ring’s 
full current retail price toward a larger Artcarved at any time, as specified in 
the guarantee. You can do this anywhere . . . at any of the thousands of 
Artcarved jewelers throughout the U. S. A. This guarantee is backed by one 
of the world’s. oldest and largest ringmakers, famous for 109 years. Even if 
you never exchange your Artcarved ring, you'll be so proud having this proof 
of lasting value. Artcarved diamond rings are guaranteed and registered for 
color, cut, clarity, carat weight. Prices, nationally established —$75 to $10,000. 
Artcarved wedding rings, made of specially hardened gold, are guaranteed 
for a lifetime. For your protection look for the name Aricarved* stamped 
inside the ring, on the tag and on your Artcarved diamond ring guarantee. 


FREE! “WEDDING GUIDE FOR BRIDE AND GROOM” gives timetable for preparing the wedding; tells what 
bride’s family pays for, the groom’s responsibility; what to look for in diamonds and so much more. 
Write J. R. Wood & Sons, Inc., Dept. P-19, 216 E. 45th St., New York 17. 


Beloved by brides for more than a hundred years (1850-1959) 


as" : f 


TYRONE SET FLEETWOOD SET PRUDENCE SET 
Engagement Ring $275 Engagement Ring $ Engagement Ring $165 
Also $150 to $1,175 Also $75 to $525 Also $125 to $450 


Dia. Wedding Ring $110 Wedding Ring Dia. Wedding Ring $60 
Shown on bride in photo: Fairfield Set. Engagement Ring $500 to $3,000, Diamond Wedding Ring $225. 


YORKTOWN SET 


PRICES, SUBJECT TO CHANGE WITHOUT NOTICE, INCLUDE FEDERAL TAX. RINGS ENLARGED TO SHOW DETAIL ©1959, J. R. WOOD & SONS. INC. 


Groom's Ring $45.00 
Bride’s Ring $39.50 
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plan a smooth 


Making yor he servations! 


Write or phone the Reservations 
Desk at the airlines, railroad or bus 
terminal for tickets. Tell the clerk 
your destination, the day and time 
you want to leave, plus the type of 
accommodations you want. Then 
give your full name, address and 
phone number. He'll call you if there 
are any changes in the schedule. If 
you'll be using the same transporta- 
tion to return home, save about 10% 
of your total fare by getting a round- 
trip ticket. You can make return 
reservations at this time or leave the 
date open. But if you don’t use your 
reservation and forget to cancel it, 
you can lose your money. Be sure to 
ask: the exact cost of your ticket 
after all taxes have been added in; 
where and when to pick up your 
ticket; whether your seat is reserved ; 
the hour you should check in for your 
trip; if you must reconfirm any por- 
tion of your ticket. When the ticket’s 
in hand, double-check to see if you’re 
on the right trip. If the space you 
want is all sold out, ask to be put on 
the waiting list. Play it safe by re- 
serving for the next-best time or 
considering, another means of trans- 
portation. You can have your trip 
arranged by a travel agent (prefer- 
ably a member of the American 
Society of Travel Agents) who'll plan 
transportation, hotel, sightseeing and 
entertainment, separately or as part 
of a tour. Cost: a service charge for 
hotel—and entertainment; none for 
transportation. On a tour, you travel 
with a group of people and have all 
arrangements planned by the travel 
organization. Tours also are avail- 
able through airlines, railroads, bus 
companies, the Automobile Associa- 
tion of America (for members only) 
or, if you’re the athletic type, through 
the American Youth Hostel. 


getaway 


going ty plave 


You can be airborne Tourist or 
First Class. You'll save loot on Tour- 
ist, but you must buy your own meals 
and your seat may not be reserved as 
on First Class. 
about saving money on weekday ex- 


Ask Reservations 


cursions, family or stopover plans. 
The airlines provide a limousine 
service to shuttle you and your guests 
between the airport and city terminal 
Find out what 
time the limousine leaves the ter- 
minal to meet your particular flight 
and then allow yourself enough time 
to have your luggage (40 pound 
limit) taken care of. Wherever you go 


for a reasonable fee. 


in the airport, you and the airlines are 
in touch by means of a loudspeaker 
which tells you of flight delays or 
notifies you when and where to board 
your plane. Report promptly to the 
specified gate and show your ticket. 
If traveling with unreserved seats, be 
an early bird. You can choose the 
best seat—an unobstructed view from 
a rear seat or less motion up front. 


a4 ty Wate 


Coach is easiest on the budget. You 
get a seat and the use of the general 
washroom. Dining-car service is open 
to all. Pullman or First Class begins 
in price with an Upper Berth that is 
converted from your seat. A Lower 
Berth works the same way but costs 
a little more. Then, increasing in cost 
and luxury, but offering the privacy 
of your own room, toilet and wash- 
stand, are: Roomettes, for one person 
only; Single Bedrooms, for one; 
Double Bedrooms, for one or two; 
Single Compartments, for two; 
Double Compartments, for four or 
five; and, most spacious, Drawing 
Rooms for two or three. Don’t for- 
get to ask Reservations about off- 


season rates, stopovers, scenic routes. 

When you check the departure 
time of your train, ask how early you 
can board it and whether certain cars 
are set aside as “smokers” or “non- 
smokers.” You can choose your seat 
in either. Ask Information or your 
porter which gate your train leaves 
from and have your ticket ready to 
show to the conductor at the entrance. 
The porter will carry your bags into 
the car, place them on the overhead 
rack and help you adjust your seat. 
The tipping rate: 25¢ for each bag. 
Sandwiches and beverages are sold 


in the Coach and make a cheaper 
meal than a dining-car dinner. The 
dining-car waiter receives the stand- 
ard restaurant tip—l5% of the bill. 
Frequently the train stops at stations 
long enough for passengers to get off, 
but watch your time carefully. The 
Pullman Porter will make up your 
berth at night. For this and other 
services tip him 50¢ per night at the 
end of your trip. Unless you have a 
private room, you'll be sharing a gen- 
eral washroom, so don’t take too 
much time. Wear a robe over your pa- 


continued 


Follow Tuesday’s and Mark’s iravel tips for a headstart to a happy ending. 
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plan a smooth getaway conned 


jamas or gown. If traveling a long 
distance by Coach, you'll be more 
at ease in a loose top and full skirt. 


qovng by bus: 


The old gray bus ain’t what she 
used to be. She’s streamlined as a 
jet, with foam-rubber reclining seats 
comfortable for sleeping; on-board 
restroom facilities; individual air- 
conditioning blowers; foot rests; lots 
of leg room; and wide windows. 

Arrive early enough to have your 
ticket processed and your bags stowed 
away well in advance of departure 
time. Before boarding, find out how 
long till the first food stop. You may 
want to fortify yourself before the 
bus pulls out. Keep your overnight 
case with all the cosmetics, toilet ar- 
ticles, spare sweaters, slippers, dur- 
able snacks (no sticky chocolates) 
and books that you'll want during the 
trip. Your other suitcases travel in 
the baggage compartment. Your bus 
will make regularly scheduled stops 


for sightseeing and meals. 


Now to fine im a hotel; 
Making the Reservation: The ear- 
lier you make a hotel reservation the 
better your accommodations will be. 
Ask if they operate on the American 
Plan, which includes meals, or the 
European Plan, room only. Resorts 
usually ask for a deposit on reserva- 
tions, and you should check this. 
Hotel Etiquette: As you drive up 
to your hotel, a bellboy will be wait- 
ing to take your bags from the cab 
and show you to the Main Desk. Sign 
register with your full name and ad- 
dress. The clerk will hand your key 
(tagged with the room number) to 
the bellboy who will take you and 
your bags to your room. He will turn 
up the lights, adjust the windows, 
show you special features of the room 
and wait for a tip of 25¢ per bag. 
During your stay, Room Service 
is your personal genie. Just call for 
food, valet service, a TV Set—any- 
thing. All of these services will be 


charged to your bill, but tip for each 
as it is delivered. A quarter is ade- 
quate for any normal request. Return 
your room key to the Desk whenever 
you leave the hotel. This indicates that 
your room is free to be cleaned and 
that phone calls should go to the Desk. 

It is courteous to notify the Desk 
at least a day in advance, if possible, 
that you plan to check out. Most 
hotels ask you to be out of your room 
by noon, but if you’re not leaving 
town until later in the day, ask if 
you can leave your bags at the hotel. 


Hew ty dive out: 


It’s wise to make a reservation at 
the more popular expensive restau- 
rants. When you call, ask for the 
headwaiter and say you would like to 
make a dinner or luncheon reserva- 
tion, specifying the time and number 
of people. When you arrive and are 
ordering, notice if the menu is “a la 
carte,’ which means you pay for each 
item as listed on the menu, or “Lunch- 
eon” or “Dinner” where all courses 
are included in the price. Remem- 
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ber that lunch menus are cheaper, so 
eat at famous restaurants then. 

Don’t let an array of silver throw 
you. Just follow the old rule and work 
your way in from the outside. 

In more expensive restaurants the 
waiter will bring your check to the 
table on a plate. Then just put your 
money and the check back on the 
plate and wait for the waiter to bring 
your change. Leave his tip (20% of 
the bill in really fine restaurants; 
15 % in others) on the plate. 


Ne 0 Aap ending 


There may be a time when a boy 
on a train or bus asks you to join 
him for dinner. It isn’t a regular date, 
so go Dutch treat. If the seat next to 
that handsome stranger is empty, 
smile sweetly and sit in it. Forget the 
weather as a conversation starter and 
try “Is this your first trip to Holly- 
wood, too?” At the beach, you don’t 
always have to wait to be introduced. 
Swim out to the float if that’s where 
he’s catching the sun. Or ask a mu- 
tual friend to introduce you at a 


~ party. At a hotel, say goodnight to 


your date in the lobby. Beware of 
wolves. You can spot ’em by their 
too-ness—too quick to put his arm 
around you, too anxious to get you 
to stay out too late. 
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LIZ TAYLOR 


Continued from page 49 


down on the brake and slowed to turn 
into the combed gravel drive which led up 
to the house. 

I parked just a little to the side of the 
building and as I climbed out I noticed a 
dirt-stained Rolls Royce, probably Mike 
Todd’s, standing in front of the garage. It 
had muddy puppy-paw marks smeared 
over the windows and body, seeming odd- 
ly out of place in that well-kept setting. 

Collecting my notepad from the seat of 
my car and making sure I still had a pen 
clipped to the inside pocket of my suit 
jacket, I walked on towards the dark-green 
front door. But the quietness which sur- 
rounded the estate and the forgotten look 
which that Rolls had about it, made me 
feel very uneasy. 

I pressed a finger on the bell. Above, 
and all around, the shuttered windows only 
added to my uneasiness. 

Then the door opened. A middle-aged 
woman with a plump, matronly figure stood 
before me. “Yes?” she said sharply. 

“I have an appointment—with Miss 
Taylor,” I said. 

“For when?” 

“Now. This morning. Eleven o’clock,” I 
answered. 

“Well, wait a moment, please,” she said, 
and, leaving the door ajar, she walked 
away. I could hear her footsteps echoing 
down the hall. 

I looked around at the wrought iron 
grill-work on the front of the house. It 
was an attractive home. 

I could hear the footsteps again. The 
door opened a second time. But the woman 
seemed more subdued as she said, “I’m 
afraid I have apologies from Miss Taylor. 
She is not feeling at all well this morning 
and asked if you could possibly leave the 
interview for another time.” 

I’m sure the woman must have seen the 
look of disappointment which spread across 
my face. “Yes ... yes. Of course, I under- 
stand,” I mumbled and turned slowly to 
walk back towards my car. I kicked a 
pebble in the driveway as I went and lis- 
tened to it click-click as it hopped along 
a few feet and then lay still again. 

As I took my car key from my pocket 
and opened the door, I found myself look- 
ing back, again and again, at the house. It 
seemed so lonely, so shut-away. And even 
in my disappointment I felt sad for Liz. 

I started the engine and the usual low 
burr it makes seemed like the roar of a 
thousand machines in the stillness. Gently 
I eased the car around the sweep of the 
house and down into the road again. Then 
I stopped. It was a quiet spot, and, I de- 
cided, as ideal as anywhere to take stock of 
what story I did have on Elizabeth Taylor— 
if any. Because after being on the story 
now for a while, this had been the closest 
I had come to speaking to Liz herself, al- 
though I had watched her closely on the 
few occasions she had gone out, five times 
ingalleyae 

I flicked over the first page of my note- 
pad. Through an almost disappeared pencil 
scribbling I read the jotting November 14, 
1958. It was the first time... 


> 


remembered that day, I remembered 

it quite clearly. It had been cold and 

damp and Id arrived at the U.C.L.A. 
medical clinic late in the misty afternoon, 
just after Liz brought in her choking 
feverish baby. Her eyes were wide with 
fear. 

Beside her in that scrubbed hospital 
corridor Eddie talked quietly to her, speak- 
ing in hushed tones. There was a soft, com- 
forting murmur and although I could not 


hear his words I knew he was helping to 
quiet the fear she felt twisting inside her. 

A white-coated doctor approached them 
and from where I stood I could hear her 
voice rising as she spoke. He rested a hand 
reassuringly on her arm, then suddenly the 
life seemed to ebb from her and she sat 
limply on the long hard hospital bench 
behind her. She took a handkerchief from 
her coat pocket. 

Two nurses, walking briskly side by side, 
passed by. And over the even sound of the 
tattoo of their feet on the polished floor 
I caught the words... . “that poor woman 
. .. and her child with pneumonia.” And 
later, when the hospital officially confirmed 
the diagnosis, I knew for certain that they 
had been talking about Liz. 

She would pass quite close to me every 
time she came to the hospital where I came 
each day to look for my story. Her feet 
almost dragged along the corridor and the 
shadows were deep under her eyes. 

Seventeen days later, on December 1, 
they carried Elizabeth Frances home. She 
was going to be well again. 


| turned the page of my notepad. A few 
routine jottings took care of the weeks 

that followed—until the day before 
Christmas Eve. Then while in the middle of 
Christmas shopping I had heard that Liz 
would be at the studio to watch Eddie 
Fisher rehearsing and I had rushed over 
there. 

After getting lost amid the labyrinth of 
offices, studios and dressing rooms, I 
finally came across Liz, sitting quietly and 
intently in a darkened control booth. The 
show had started and her eyes were fixed 
steadily on Eddie. 

She wasn’t bothering anyone. In fact, no 
one seemed to be taking any particular 
notice of her and she seemed to be trying 
to act as unobtrusively as any other out= 
sider who might be allowed into a studio 
during a show. 

But just behind me I heard a man whis- 
per, “And who does she think she is?” 

“Yeah,” answered another. “Running 
after another woman’s husband. Can’t she 
leave him alone?” 

Liz looked calm and even too subdued, 
almost a shadow of the dynamic person 
she is, as she left the control booth when 
the show ended. And she and Eddie slipped 
away so quietly I almost missed seeing 
them leave the studio. 


he flickering of movement in my driv- 

ing mirror cut my thoughts short and, 

looking over my shoulder, I saw a van 
drive up behind me and park. The driver 
got out, walked to the rear of his car and 
collected an armload of dresses which, 
staggering a little as he went, he took up 
the driveway to the house. 

All was quickly quiet again. Maybe she 
has her clothes brought to her home now, 
I thought, maybe she is scared even to go 
out shopping. 

I turned the pages of my notepad to yet 
another day ... the day at the beginning 
of January when the headlines had 
screamed: Liz Taylor in Menninger Clinic. 

I remember opening the newspaper that 
morning and being absolutely startled, 
with my surprise turning swiftly to shock 
when I learned, later in the day, that the 
rumor was false. All the time, while the 
columnists were writing and the presses 
pounding out the papers, Liz had been 
resting quietly at home at Copa De Oro 
Road. She had never so much as gone out 
to pick up the afternoon papers. 

Several days later, Liz arranged a spe- 
cial outing with Eddie to Chasen’s, the 
famous Hollywood restaurant, to meet the 
newspapermen so they could actually see 
she was not in the clinic. 

I arrived at the restaurant early that 


evening, before any other press people, 
and from a small table near the entrance, 
I could see the two of them having dinner 
at a corner table. Liz seemed thoughtful 
and preoccupied while Eddie was evi- 
dently trying to cheer her up and make 
her smile. 

Later, when most of the news writers 
had arrived, we went over to their table. 
Liz seemed sad and the smile she wore for 
us seemed forced. “It’s cruel and terrible 
to insinuate that ’m mentally disturbed,” 
she said, speaking slowly and evenly. “As 
you can see, I most definitely am not in 
the Menninger Clinic. It was a wicked 
thing to say.” 

“I agree with Miss Taylor,” said Eddie 
quietly. 

I watched Liz as she played nervously 
with a spoon on the table before her, be- 
traying the strain she would not allow her 
words or face to show. And I could tell 
by the way the newsmen asked only a 
few questions and hurried away quietly 
that they too understood her feelings. 

It must have been Eddie who later that 
month persuaded her to take the children 
for a day to Disneyland. I am sure she 
was not sufficiently confident at that point 
to decide herself. And she must have 
known the wave of publicity that it would 
cause. 

When the news broke that they were 
there riding on the carousel with Liz’s 
small sons, Michael and Christopher, the 
crowds pushed in. 

Liz—a smiling but unrelaxed Liz—had 
on a pink sweater with a matching skirt 
and she wore black stockings with low- 
heeled pumps. Around her head was a 
black chiffon scarf. Eddie, casually dressed, 
kept joking with her and the boys. 

But as the carousel slowed and stopped, 
the smiles on the faces of both Eddie and 
Liz faded as a surge of tourists, many with 
cameras, crowded around them. 

“This way—this way,” I heard Eddie 
scream as he fought for a passage through 
the people. Eddie held on tight to Michael 
while Liz followed behind with Chris- 
topher. 

And I heard Liz say, “I wanted so much 
for it to be a good day—for the boys’ 
sake.” 

“Don’t worry,” Eddie said, “it will be.” 
And they hurried on to another section 
of the park, each little boy hugging tightly 
to the colored package he had won. 

The next time I had seen Liz, was at 
a special preview of “Some Like It Hot,” 
the new Marilyn Monroe-Tony Curtis 
movie. 

I was standing on the sidewalk, talking 
about the picture, when I noticed a couple 
of press agents breaking a path through 
the crowds. Minutes later, a car swept 
up and Eddie and Liz dashed out and 
raced for the foyer. 

I heard a woman’s voice scream, “There’s 
Liz Taylor!” 

“Eddie Fisher's with her,’ another 
shouted. Then, with the force of a surg- 
ing shorebound wave, the mass moved in 
and Liz and Eddie had to fight their way 
over the last few yards. 

“They look mad. And I'll bet the crock- 
ery’s already being thrown between those 
two,” I heard someone say. 

In the theater lobby I recognized one 
of the men I’d interviewed, a friend of 
both Eddie and Liz. He waved to them 
and I saw Liz’s face light up. Then she 
looked at the surging crowd and at the 
ring of press agents protecting her and 
the smile faded. She looked helplessly at 
Eddie and he squeezed her arm. Some- 
how, even in the center of all those peo- 
ple, there was something very alone about 
the two of them. 

Suddenly I was brought sharply back to 


the present as I heard a crunching of feet 


on the gravel path. It was the delivery 
man, returning with a smaller bundle of 
dresses than he had gone up with. 

I rolled down the window beside me. 
“Hey,” I shouted, “can you come over 
here for a minute?” 

He waved back in acknowledgment, left 
the dresses in the back of the van, and 
walked towards me. 

“Say,” I began, offering him a cigarette, 
“what’s it like up there? They all seem 
so shut off from everything.” 

“Thanks,” he said, taking a cigarette 
from the packet. Then, as I offered him 
a light he added, “Yeah—I guess it is. 
She’s so quiet, so serious these days... 
not at all like she used to be when she 
came down to the store.” He looked at 
his watch. “I’m afraid I can’t stay here 
talking—I’m late already,’ he said and 
hurried away. 

Looking back at my pad, I’d gone 
through all my notes—all of them except 
for those from Mrs. Taussig, the astrologer. 

“', Liz is born under the ninth degree 
of Pisces,” she had said. “And this shows 
a character of great self-will and perse- 
verence. But from the way her planets 
are arranged one would expect to find a 
person who might let her emotions rule 
her head. 

“She is a highly emotional person who 
needs people around her all the time and 
she takes strength from emotion as others 
take strength from food.” There was a 
gap here, then the notes went on, “I would 
say she gets depressed very easily and 
depression could have been a cause of her 
having put on so much weight recently. 

“Liz is not a disciplined person and is 
probably a very untidy housekeeper. She 
is undoubtedly indulgent, but she is ex- 
tremely strong—stronger by far than Eddie 
Fisher. And I would say that because of 
this their marriage could not be either 
happy or long-lasting. Mike Todd was the 
only man in her life whose iron character 
really matched her own. 

“Physically, Liz is lazy; she admits this. 

“She is not a practical person, especially 
with money; few people are who are born 
under signs such as hers. She is very 
creative, however, but quickly bored and 
is forever looking for new experiences.” 

Of the future, Mrs. Taussig says: “I see 
her going to even greater heights both as 
a very beautiful woman and as a fine 
actress. She will reach a peak at forty 
when I see her falling headlong in love 
again the way she did with Mike Todd. 
She will definitely remain in the limelight 
for a very long while. Her resourceful- 
ness, plus her beauty and talent, will as- 
sure this.” 

But was all this true? Yes, I believe so. 
Being as near to Liz as I had been over 
the past six weeks I sensed a great deal of 
truth in Mrs. Taussig’s words. And sud- 
denly—suddenly I knew that I’d found out 
what I’d originally set out to learn: what 
sort of a person Liz Taylor is today. 

I closed my book. All around me the 
street was quiet, as quiet as it had been 
when I’d first driven up it more than an 
hour ago. I looked back up at the house 
with its big shuttered windows seeming as 
final against the outside world as the mo- 
ment I’d first seen them. 

It was a lonely scene—that one of the 
shut-away home. And as I turned the key 
in the ignition and started off slowly 
down the road, I thought of it and knew 
that the Liz of today was as alone and cut 
off from the world as her house in Copa 
De Oro Road. THE END 
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DON’T BLAME LIZ 


Continued from page 60 


Washington. A long-distance call means 
something to him. It’s one of the won- 
derful things his success made possible. 

“Mom,” he said desperately, “all I can 
say now is that I tried. Believe me, I 
tried.” 

He talked to me about the children— 
dark-eyed Carrie and little Todd, who’s 
Mike Todd’s namesake. “Debbie’s and my 
two responsibilities,’ he said. Responsi- 
bilities too great to be forgotten for an 
instant, no matter how terrible the con- 
fusion. 

“Debbie loves our kids. And I love 
them. But what are we to do?” Eddie 
didn’t say it in so many words but across 
the distance of miles I knew the anguish 
in his face, the expression in his eyes. 

I’ve never forgotten the expression in 
his voice the night he called me to say, 
“Debbie’s just presented me with a baby 
daughter!” He almost sang it. And he’s 
never sung a more tender song. 

He’s proud of his children. He’s never 
wanted anything more than he wants the 
best for their welfare and happiness. Eddie 
ie a laughing, affectionate, responsible fa- 
ther. 

During the conversation on long-dis- 
tance, he mentioned Elizabeth Taylor only 
briefly. But after he’d said, “Good night, 
Mom,” and hung up, I thought, He was 
trying to tell me that this split-up with 
Debbie would have happened if Elizabeth 
had never been born. 

I believe Elizabeth had nothing to do 
with the separation. Circumstances had 
dragged her unkindly on stage after the 
finale. 

These are my thoughts. For a long time 
I’d been worried about Eddie and Debbie 
but asked no questions. 

Eddie has never lied. My seven chil- 
dren got into as much mischief as any 
other children but they stood up, told the 
truth and took their medicine. 


hat night last fall, when all the head- 
lines screamed of “another broken 
marriage” in Hollywood, my memories 
whirred and mixed together . . . there 
was the first time I’d seen Debbie, when 
she and Eddie were engaged. I can see 
her now, sitting on the arm of the big 
chair in the living room of our house on 
Roosevelt Boulevard. It was the first time 


LA 


I'd been able to welcome her into my 
home. And I was proud that every room 
was clean and shining. Eddie looked to- 
ward the dining room and his eyes set- 
tled on the silver tea set. He told her, “I 
gave that to Mom.” He was so proud. 

The moment was warm—everybody 
looking at the tea set and smiling. Then 
I heard a girl’s voice say, “It’s a beauti- 
ful tea set, Eddie. You’re sweet to your 
mother and to everyone.” But she added, 
“IT hope he’ll do as well by me.” 

He will, I thought. My son loved Deb- 
bie. He was crazy about her. 

I remember their wedding at Grossing- 
er’s in September, 1955. On that day I 
suppose I felt my maternal share of hap- 
piness, sadness, and a bit of fear that with 
such a pretty wife around, Mom might be 
forgotten now and then. 

After the ceremony I put my arms 
around Debbie and hugged her. She was 
Eddie’s wife, my daughter, the right girl, 
the one Eddie loved and wanted. I told 
her what a radiant bride she was, and how 
proud I was. I said, “Darling, I want you 
to be happy with Eddie. You love each 
other and I love you both. Ill never in- 
terfere or bother you—I’ve never done it 
to the others, not to anyone—but if you 
ever need help or encouragement or a 
friend, you come and tell me.” 

She was young, a bride, and so sweet 
and happy. But together they were also 
grown up, intelligent people who knew 
that the definition of marriage is serious 
and long-term. 

For a long while I was hopeful for them. 
That first time when Debbie had come to 
Philadelphia, I reasoned that it had been 
hard on her to meet her future in-laws all 
at once. “She really isn’t cold,” I de- 
fended. “You’d be stiff and stand-offish 
too if everywhere you turned, people 
were endlessly applauding your future 


husband and talking about old times be- _ 


fore you knew him.” 

Eddie phoned Philadelphia from Cali- 
fornia every week. “Oh, Debbie’s fine,” 
he’d answer. I always asked. “She’s right 
here. But tell me, how are you? How’s 
Max? How are Nettie, Bunny, Janet, Mir- 
iam?” He’d ask about each one. 

I wished and wished for Debbie to take 
over the phone for just a few words. Just 
a “Hello, Mom! Your grandchildren are 
in bed but they send you a hug.” 

To hold it against her would be a wrong 
on my part. Some people are just that 
way—as distant as the 2000 miles between 
those phones. 

I have been asked, “Did you see the 
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break coming? Did you know they were 
having trouble?” 

Yes. But until now I’ve kept still. It’s 
been enough to be disturbed and worried 
inside about the loneliness I sensed be- 
tween them. 

Every time Eddie would come to New 
York he’d act like everything was fine. 
He’d call. He’d say, “Mom, come on up 
here. Bring Sarah.” Sarah’s a friend of 
mine who’s known Eddie since he was a 
baby. Sarah’s husband and Max, Eddie’s 
brother, would go along with us. Eddie 
would arrange hotel accommodation, pre- 
sent us with theater tickets, and do every- 
thing to make us enjoy ourselves every 
minute. He took me to Carnegie Hall to 
hear Van Cliburn. 


bout a year ago, when I went to New 

York to see Eddie, Debbie was with 

him and I was anxious to see her. 
During my visit they strained to act hap- 
py. Debbie still looked like a little girl 
and I wanted to put my arms around her 
and talk. But first she had to want my 
interest and me. 

“Give a little, take a little and every- 
thing will work out fine,” I told her. Tears 
sprang to her eyes and for an instant I 
hoped for understanding. 

“Do I blame Elizabeth Taylor?” I am 
asked. 

No. How can I? I don’t even know her. 
But I do I know that my son believes she 
is as beautiful inside as outside. He be- 
lieves in her understanding, her warmth, 
and these qualities mean a great deal to 

m. 

I believe in my son, his honor, his gen- 
erous spirit, his decisions. I believe he 
honestly couldn’t make a go of it with 
Debbie. Liz had nothing to do with this. 

It doesn’t happen only in Hollywood. It 
happens in the house next door, on the 
next street, in the next town. It’s life. 
I’m not one to ever try to pass judgment 
on life. 

Yet I believe that in the years that I 
I have lived I have learned one truth and 
that is: that no man walks away from a 
truly happy life with his partner in mar- 
riage. No matter how beautiful and mag- 
netic the ‘other woman’ in the case, he 
won't be tempted for long. Not if he’s 
secure at home in his wife’s understand- 
ing, her laughter, warmth, and love. I am 
talking about decent men who are sensi- 
tive, who love loyally. But it is so hard 
to really reach into the hearts of a couple, 
even if one partner is your own child. 

New Year’s eve Eddie telephoned from 
New York to wish us a good 1959. Eliza- 
beth was with him. She asked to speak to 
me. She said, “Hello . . . How are you?” 
She was friendly. She wanted to know 
me. 

Another time recently Eddie called from 
California. Elizabeth came on the phone 
again. “Hello ... How are you?” she said. 
“When are you coming out? You know 
we're counting on seeing you in Las Vegas 
in March? Eddie wants you in Vegas then, 
and so do I. Don’t disappoint us.” 

“T’ll be there, dear. Thanks.” After Id 
hung up I thought she sounded not at all 
like gossip would have you believe but 
rather like any warm-hearted girl. She 
sounded kind, generous and considerate. 
And I appreciate and cherish the offer of 
friendship. 

The last time I spoke to Eddie—a few 
evenings ago—he sounded more like his old 
self—the boy I’ve known thirty years. Yet 
there’s a difference. He’s older, wiser, 
mellowed, a richer mixture of himself. 
He’s taken his wounds standing up and he 
hasn’t attempted to whitewash himself by 
blaming anyone but himself. 

That’s why I’ve never been prouder of 
my son Eddie than I am today. 

—AS TOLD TO MARTA ROBINET 


~~ < 


a 


THE HORSE IN MY 
LIFE 


Continued from page 45 


PETER BROWN who’s gained renown 
As Deputy John McKay— 
Says that having a horse is nice 
But sometimes it doesn’t pay. 
“When I became an actor 
The folks back home all said— 
Your wife and you'll have a mansion 
And sleep in a satin bed. 
But though now I’m seen 

from coast to coast, 
Doing the best ’'m able— 
With a four-legged gal, 

hay for pay, 
I’ve a house that’s really a stable.” 


WILL HUTCHINS as Sugarfoot 
In the show of the same name— 
Thanks his horse, thanks her lots 
For adding to his fame. 
“You guys who knock at horses— 
Here’s one thing to know— 
If you didn’t have 

your handsome steed 
How’d you get where you go? 
Look at me and the horse I ride— 
So close—we’re almost gruesome. 
Even Sara Hamilton’s linked us 
As Hollywocod’s ‘steadiest’ twosome.” 


JIM GARNER and JACK KELLY, 
Bret and Bart Maverick— 
Find out from their nags 
That they always get ‘a kick.’ 
“How they learned, 

we'll never know, 
But our horses read ’n’ write. 
Sometimes we hear them typing 
In the middle of the night. 
They’re writing our scripts, 
And they’re very, very smart. 
Because they’ve cut out 

our best lines— 
Taking the best part.” 


JOHN RUSSELL, that marshal 

of Lawman fame 
Loves his horse, so they say, 
He gives her the best 

that she could want 
And sees her every day. 
He loves his horse, he really does, 
Even her constant neighs, 
But there’s one thing 

he’s worried about— 
His contract—and here’s what it says: 
She can use his dressing room any time 
And also the hot water, 
So now she’s wearing his silk shirts 
Though she definitely hadn’t oughta! 


Ty Hardin, Wayde Preston, 

Will Hutchins, Jim Garner, 

Jack Kelly, Peter Brown and 

John Russell group around and sing: 
“Whether he’s running a country 

Or in a corral— 

Behind each guy who’s made it 
There’s always a gal!” 


TV & MOVIE 
STAR PHOTOS | 


brand new pictures! 
PLUS your favorites! 


All handsome 4 x 5 photos, on 
glossy stock, just right for — 
framing. Send your order today. 


STAR CANDIDS YOU’LL TREASURE 


5. Alan Ladd 
9. Esther Williams 

11. Elizabeth Taylor 

15. Frank Sinatra 

18. Rory Calhoun 

19. Peter Lawford 

22. Burt Lancaster 

25. Dale Evans 

33. Gene Autry 

34. Roy Rogers 

51. Doris Day 

56. Perry Como 

57. Bill Holden 

66. Gordon MacRae 

74. John Wayne 

78. Audie Murphy 

84. Janet Leigh 

86. Farley Granger 

92. Guy Madison 
105. Vic Damone 
109. Dean Martin 
110. Jerry Lewis 
121. Tony Curtis 
128. Debbie Reynolds 
135. Jeff Chandler 
336. Reck Hudson 
139. Debra Paget 
140. Dale Robertson 
141. Marilyn Monroe 
145. Marlon Brando 
147. Tab Hunter 
148. Robert Wagner 
149. Russ Tamblyn 
150. Jeff Hunter 
175. Charlton Heston 
179. Julius La Rosa 
180. Lucille Ball 
182. Jack Webb 
185. Richard Egan 
187. Jeff Richards 
192. Jean Simmons 
194. Audrey Hepburn 
198. Gale Storm 
202. George Nader 
205. Ann Sothern 


FILL IN 


207. Eddie Fisher 
212. Grace Kelly 
213. James Dean 
214. Sheree North 
215. Kim Novak 
219. Natalie Wood 


220. Dewey Martin 


221. Joan Collins 
222. Jayne Mansfield 
223. Sal Mineo 


224. Shirley Jones 
225. Elvis Presley 
227. Tony Perkins 
228. Clint Walker 
229. Pat Boone 
230. Paul Newman 


231. Don Murray 
233. Pat Wayne 

235. Anita Ekberg 
236. Corey Allen 

240. Patti Page 

241. Lawrence Welk 
243. Larry Dean 

244. Buddy Merrill 
245. Hugh O'Brian 
246. Jim Arness 

247. Sanford Clark 
249. John Saxon 

250. Dean Steckwell 
252. Warren Berlinger 
253. James MacArthur 
254. Nick Adams 
255. John Kerr 

256. Harry Belafonte 
258. Luana Patten 
259. Dennis Hopper 
260. Tom Tryon 

261. Tommy Sands 
262. Will Hutchins 
263. James Darren 
264. Ricky Nelson 
265. Faron Young 
266. Jerry Lee Lewis 
267. Ferlin Husky 
268. Dolores Hart 
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COUPON TODAY! 


269. James Garner 294. Frankie Avalon 
270. Everly Brothers 295. John Gavin 

271. Erin O’Brien 296. Lee Remick 

272. Sandra Dee 297. Diane Varsi 

273. Lili Gentle 298. Joanne Woodward 
274. Robert Culp 299. Teddy Randazzo 


275. Michael Ansara 
276. Jack Kelly 301. Peter Brown 
277. Darlene Gillespie 302. Edd Byrnes 
278. Annette Funicello 303. Joni James 
279. David Stollery 304. Jock Mahoney 


300. Paul Anka 


280. Tim Considine 305. Jim Franciscus 

281. Nick Todd 306. Efrem Zimbalist, Jr. 
282. Johnny Mathis 307. John Smith 

283. David Nelson 308. Lloyd Bridges 

284. Shirley Temple 309. John Russell 

285. Pat Conway 310. Gene Barry 


286. Bob Horton 
287. John Payne 
288. David Janssen 
289. Dick Clark 
290. Yvonne Craig 
291. Carol Lynley 
292. Jimmie Rodgers . Charles Bronson 
293. Guy Williams 8. Fabian 
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| 1 enclose $......... fone candid 
pictures of my favorite stars and have circled 
the numbers of the ones you are to send me 
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1. Chuck Connors 

2. Geo. Montgomery 
3. Craig Stevens 

4. Steve McQueen 

5. Conway Twitty 
o Ty Hardin 
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WE BELONG 
TOGETHER 


Continued from page 64 


In her home at 10861 Paso Robles Ave- 
nue, in Granada Hills, California, sixteen- 
year-old Donna Ludwig sat listening to 
the phonograph play the last words of 
“We Belong Together.” “Donna” had al- 
ways been her favorite. It was their song 
—Ritchie’s and hers. He had composed 
it and sang it “just for you honey.” And 
even when the song had caught on and 
kids all over the nation were singing it 
and dancing to it, “Donna” was still their 
song, hers and Ritchie’s. 

But now ...now .. . Ritchie’s voice 
filling the living room . . . that familiar, 
warm, tender voice, singing only for her. 
Ritchie was dead, yet this living voice and 
the words made a pledge and a promise: 
“Yes, we belong together for Eternity.” 

Donna switched off the record-player 
and her eyes seemed to fill with tears. She 
looked at the gold-framed photograph. She 
had taken it to James Monroe High School 
in Sepulveda—in a black tote bag. They 
had the flag on the school grounds flown at 
half mast that day and a boy from the 
high school band had played taps. After 
school that day, some of the girls had gone 
to St. John de la Salle Catholic Church 
and prayed for him. They had lighted 
some candles for him, too. 

“Tl never forget him,” she said, looking 
at Ritchie’s photograph. 

She walked across the room and slumped 
down into a chair. She looked at the 
phonograph for a moment, then back at 
Ritchie’s picture. Dressed in a simple 
black sweater and skirt—she had resolved 
to wear mourning clothes for a week—she 
thought, “He used to call me kitten.” 

She had met Ritchie two-and-a-half 
years ago at a party, where Ritchie was 
playing with a small combo. “He wasn’t 
known then,” she thought. He was some- 
body you could like right away. He was 
very nice. Everywhere he went he made 
friends .. .” 

After the party, they had their first 
date. And as tenth-graders at San Fernan- 
do High School, they began to go steady. 
There were roller-skating parties, drive- 
in movies, hamburgers-and-Cokes outings. 


All the kids in school considered Donna 
and Ritchie out of circulation. They were 
always together, going steady, a team. 

During the tenth grade she had been 
very serious. But when Ritchie became 
popular, they began to drift apart. She 
didn’t want to go with him because the 
other kids would think she was clinging 
to a star. 

But he kept saying, “Donna, are you 
going to wait for me?” They were always 
kidding about marriage. He used to say, 
“Please wait for me until ’m twenty-five. 
Then Ill have a big glass cabinet to hold 
all my gold records.” 

About a year ago they broke up .. . but 
not really. One night last September, 
Ritchie called her up on the telephone and 
they talked maybe an hour and a half. 

“Right while we were talking he started 
making up this song about ‘Donna,’ and it 
was so... well, he began to cry. He read 
the words: 

‘T had a gi-rl, and Don-na 

was her na-ame, 

Since she left me-e, I’ve never 
been the sa-ame.. ”’ 

“He called me the next night and sang 
the song to me, and played the guitar. It 
was wonderful.” 

After “Donna” brought Ritchie fame, 
Donna Ludwig saw much less of Ritchie. 
He was always on the go, always out on 
tours, but his voice—on her phonograph, 
over the radio, and from jukeboxes—was 
with her all the time. 

Then suddenly, as if out of nowhere, 
Ritchie would be back in town. He’d call 
Donna right away and she’d go over to his 
house where he’d throw a party for all his 
friends. The parties would be given in a 
small building in back of his mother’s 
house. 

“Then you couldn’t find a place to park 
anywhere in the neighborhood,’ Donna 
said. 
would be there. And there would be 
Ritchie. Right in the middle. And being 
just Ritchie, just like he’d played at a 
school party before he was famous.” 

Or sometimes they’d just ride through 
the streets of San Fernando, she and 
Ritchie in the back seat of a friend’s car, 
and he’d close his eyes, play his guitar, 
and sing. 

“T suppose he was almost always hap- 
py,” Donna said. “And I know he made 
everybody around him happy, too. He 
made me happy.” 

Donna smiled for a second, a tiny wisp 


I saved my 
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A spade is called a spade on the radio program 
“My True Story”. It brings you frank stories about 
real people—about their hates and fears, their loves 
and passions. When you hear these dramatizations, 
you may easily recognize some of the problems that 
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“All the kids from the north valley ~ 


of a smile, and then she went on. “Most 
of all, I think, he wanted to make sure he 
could take care of his mother. I think 
that’s all he really thought about. I know 
he didn’t care for money for himself. And 
he never changed a bit, even after he 
started to make money. He was so proud 
that he had been able to buy a house for 
his mother.” 

The last time she had heard from 
Ritchie was about two weeks ago, just be- 
fore he left on his last tour. He had said, 
“My mother is so silly—she thinks I’m go- 
ing to get hurt.” And then once again he 
said—just like he always said—“Let’s get 
married when we’re twenty-five. Will 
you wait for me?” 

Donna straightened up in her chair and 
blinked her eyes. Then she went over to 
the phonograph, set the needle down care- 
fully in the middle of a record, and gazed 
at Ritchie’s picture as his voice sang: 

“You're mine, 

And we belong together, 
Yes, we belong together 
For Eternity. .. .” 


NG the office of Bob Keene, president of 
Del-Fi Records, who was Ritchie’s 

business manager as well as his pub- 
lisher, there were stacks of a new album, 
simply called “Ritchie Valens,’ which was 
scheduled to be released that very day. 
Bob was also listening to “We Belong To- 
gether.” He looked up and said softly, “To 
hear the album is to see Ritchie.” Then he 
flipped off the turntable control. 

“When I hear ‘We Belong Together’ or 
‘Donna’ or any of these other songs now, 
it just makes me want to cry,” Bob said. 
“But that’s not what Ritchie would have 
wanted. No morbidity. He must be re- 
membered, and never forgotten. But with- 
out tears.” 

The first time Bob had seen Ritchie had 
been May 13th, on Ritchie’s seventeenth 
birthday, a day Ritchie had selected “just 
for luck.” He came to Bob’s office and, in 
half an hour, he put on tape everything 
he’d ever composed. He’d never do the 
same song the same way twice. His atti- 
tude was like one of the records he made 
eventually, “Come On, Let’s Go.” He 
wanted to “Come On, Let’s Go” on every- 
thing. That record sold 250,000 copies. 

Bob shook his head sadly. “He was such 
a great kid. ... You know, just a couple 
of weeks ago Ritchie was in New York. He 
was staying with Carl Bloomberg at Allied 
Distributing. Carl had four little girls. 
And the girls wanted Ritchie to sing at 
their school. 

“Ritchie had only a couple of hours be- 
fore plane time. But he sent all the bag- 
gage on to the airport. And he went all 
the way out to their school in Hazel, New 
Jersey, just to sing for those kids. That’s 
the kind of guy he was.” 

As Bob talked it became clear that he 
felt as if he had lost his own son, not just 
a singer he happened to have under con- 
tract. He recalled the time he had toured 
with Ritchie throughout the country, 
when Ritchie was introducing his own 
song, “Come On, Let’s Go.” “I remember 
how he would sit up in his bed in a hotel 
room, long after the show was over,” Bob 
said. “And he’d softly strum his guitar 
and sing Mexican folk songs. I told him, 
‘Ritchie, we’ve got to record those songs. 
They’re beautiful.’ 

“And do you know what he told me? He 
said, ‘Bob, I’ll never record these songs. 
These are the songs of my people. I don’t 
want to make money out of them.” 

Bob got up from behind his large desk 
and walked over to the turntable. He 
turned up the volume and Ritchie’s voice, 
singing “La Bamba,” filled the office. Bob 
looked out of the window at the crowds 
crossing the street at Hollywood and Vine, 


shook his head, and repeated softly, “He 3 


, 
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was such a great kid .. . such a great kid.” 


here was no music at the house of 

Ritchie’s mother, Mrs. Concepcion Va- 

lenzuela, at 13428 Remmington Street, 
in Pacoima, California, in the house that 
Ritchie had bought especially for her. 
Shades were drawn on the windows that 
were bordered beneath by rows of holly 
bushes. And although the sun was shin- 
ing brightly, a shadow had fallen across 
the single turquoise shutter at the shel- 
tered entrance way of the pink stucco 
house. 

The street was choked with cars. Hun- 
dreds of youngsters lined both sides of the 
street, standing clustered in hushed and 
silent groups. As soon as one group left 
the house of mourning another group of a 
dozen or more would move quietly for- 
ward and enter. 

There were students from all of the jun- 
ior high schools and high schools from the 
northern portion of San Fernando Valley. 
There were others from more distant parts 
of Los Angeles. And there were neigh- 
bors from up and down the street and 
around the corner. 

Inside the house was Mrs. Concepcion 
Valenzuela, Ritchie’s mother. Her face was 
heavy with sorrow, but there was an im- 
mense dignity, a courage in her bearing 
that showed she had met and coped with 
death. 

The young people passed before her to 
pay their respects. 

“Lo ciento mucho.” 

“T was so proud of him. I am so proud 
of him,” Ritchie’s mother said. 

She remembered Ritchie as a little boy. 
“When he was such a little boy, only four 
years old ...and he had a toy guitar. He 
used to drag it around the floor behind 
him... 

“He was always singing and playing. He 


You can have a nicer skin if you 


Wash your face the right way 


Perhaps you think you already know 
how to wash your face. But if you have 
pimples, blackheads, dry or excessively 
oily skin, such skin problems usually 
indicate improper cleansing. 


The right way to wash your face 
starts with the right complexion soap. 
Even if your face is oily, avoid drying 
soaps or detergents. They may cause 
lasting damage. A complexion soap 
prized all over the world and highly 
recommended by many doctors is 
Cuticura Soap. This superemollient 
soap is never drying. It leaves an invis- 
ible medicated film that helps keep the 
skin soft, fresh, smooth and satiny, 
helps both clear up pimples and protect 
against them. 


Lather-massage face and neck morn- 
ing and night a full minute. Rinse until 
all feeling of slickness is gone. Eight to 
ten splashes may be enough. If your 
face is shiny after washing you need to 
rinse more. 


had the music in him,” she went on. Then 
her eyes misted as if she were seeing him 
again, as a toddler there on a living-room 
floor. 

Or perhaps she was remembering Jo- 
seph Valenzuela, Ritchie’s father, who had 
died in 1951 from diabetes—but not before 
he had proudly told his wife and neigh- 
bors that his ten-year-old son would 
someday be a fine musician. For it was 
his father who was the first to give him 
music, not the insistant rhythm of rock 
’n’ roll, but the exciting melodies of the 
Latin heritage they both shared. On his 
guitar, Joseph Valenzuela would pluck 
out the bright chords of the samba and the 
rhumba, and his round-faced, saucer- 
eyed, curly-haired son would sing along 
with him, making up his own words when 
he didn’t know the right ones. And some- 
times he’d accompany his dad on the har- 
monica, or on his little toy guitar. 

There was the day, when Ritchie was 
only six, that his mother and father had 
come out of the dime store to find him 
surrounded by a big crowd. Scared half to 
death, they pushed though to find him 
playing his harmonica while his dog, 
Bondy, howled. This was Ritchie’s first 
public appearance, although the dog was 
definitely the star! 

Things were rough after Ritchie’s father 
died. It was hard to make ends meet on 
the $140-a-month pension he had left. 
Mrs. Valenzuela married again and then 
divorced. She hired out as a housekeeper 
to help provide for her family. 

One day in January, 1957, when Ritchie 
should have been in Pacoima Junior High, 
he went to his grandfather’s funeral in- 
stead. While he was away, a transport 
plane collided with a Navy plane and the 
transport plunged onto the schoolground, 
killing the crew and several of Ritchie’s 
playmates, kids with whom he’d have been 


For normal skin use warm 
water and cool rinses. For dry, 
delicate skin use cool water 
only, except perhaps at bed- 
time when you might try the 
warm-then-cool routine. 


To control excess oiliness, 
wash your face as often as pos- 
sible, three or more times a 
day. Use hot water. Rinse with 
warm, then cool water. 


Do the same for blemished skin, but 
lather gently. Avoid picking pimples 
and squeezing blackheads. And never 
try to cover them under heavy, chalky 
make-up. Nothing is less attractive. In- 
stead, use softening, healing Cuticura 
Ointment nightly. It improves your skin 
as it quickly relieves pimples, black- 
heads and dryness. 


To get phenomenally fast relief from 
pimples and keep your skin cool, fresh 
and antiseptically clean, use new 


fooling around if he hadn’t been at the 
funeral. 

From then on Ritchie had a fear of air- 
planes. His sister-in-law, Mrs. Ernestine 
Reyes, of 13812 Judd Street, Pacoima, had 
driven him to the airport two weeks be- 
fore, at the start of his public appearance 
tour which was to end in tragedy. She 
had told Ritchie’s mother, on her return 
home, that he had said he wished he 
didn’t have to fly. 

Mrs. Valenzuela brushed at a strand of 
hair, greying at the ends. “There hasn’t 
been enough time,” she said. “He wanted 
to take me on a vacation. He called me 
from Hawaii when he was there. He 
wanted me to go there with him on a va- 
cation... 

“No, there hasn’t been enough time. We 
had so many places to go...” 

Then she spoke of the school assemblies 
Ritchie used to play and sing at, and of 
his first big appearance at the Pacoima 
American Legion Hall—the appearance 
that really launched his career. 

In January, 1958, the $65 mortgage pay- 
ment came due on the Valenzuela family’s 
squat little clapboard house at 13327 Gain 
Street. Ritchie’s mother didn’t pay it; in- 
stead she called the Legion Hall, and they 
rented the hall to her for one night for 
$57—including a cop and the janitor. ... 
“He could sing so well, so beautifully,” 
she remembered. “I wanted him to have a 
chance and he wanted it, too.” 

Well, it seemed that the people of Pa- 
coima wanted to hear Ritchie, too. They 
paid $2 a couple and $1.25 stag to listen 
and dance to the music of Ritchie and his 
combo, “The Silhouettes,” and the Valen- 
zuela family made a_ profit of $125. 
Ritchie’s mother took tickets and their 
next-door neighbor, Angela Hernandez, 
checked coats and sold soda pop. And 
when Ritchie would sing—not just rock 


Cuticura Medicated Liquid in the morn- 
ing and during the day. This grease- 
less, invisible fast-acting formula curbs 
oiliness, checks blemish-spreading bac- 
teria, dries up pimples fast and speeds 
healing. 


This combination of Cuticura Soap, 
Ointment and Liquid is ‘‘the full treat- 
ment” which has worked wonders for 
thousands. But whether or not you have 
a skin problem, you can have a nicer 
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becoming 
attractions 


A. On everyone’s lips: Revlon’s ‘Color 
Unlimited’ lipsticks, 12 luminous new 
shades, plus ‘White a la Carte.’ In 
Futurama case, $2.00*; refills, $1.00* 


B. Mother’s Day present with a happy 
future: Ronson hair dryer features hood 
to set pin curls, extra attachment to 
comb hair dry. Pink, yellow, blue. $19.95 


C. The fragrance perfect for beginners, 
present perfect for Mother’s Day: “Cha- 
nel No. 5” in new gift set—purse per- 
fume flacon and spray cologne. Both, 
$10.00* 


D. Coloring the facts: Lady Ellen Klip- 
pies hold pin curls firmly yet gently (no 
breaking hairs), now come in six fun 
and fashion colors. Card of eight, 29¢ 


E. French Flair by Coty combines con- 
venience of “pressed” compact make-up 
with the soft flattery of loose powder. 
Twelve shades: golden metal case. $1.50* 


*plus tax 


’n’ roll but also the sambas and rhumbas 
his dad had once taught him and the 
Mexican folk songs his mother had sung 
to him when he was a boy—the couples 
stopped dancing and crowded around the 
bandstand to listen. 

There were more dances—two, three, 
four—all successful, and the printer who 
printed the dance tickets—someone named 
Douglas .. . Mrs. Valenzuela couldn’t re- 
member his full name—suggested to her 
that Ritchie go see Bob Keene, of Del-Fi 
Records. 

With his first recording, Ritchie was on 
the way up. Overnight, there were en- 
gagements all over California. Then came 
Canada, Honolulu, New York. 

And a few weeks before Christmas in 
1958, he made the down payment on the 
pretty pink stucco house on Remmington 
Street, and the whole family—mother, 
Connie, 8, Irma, 6, Mario, 2, and Ritchie, 
moved in. 

Mrs. Valenzuela’s voice broke for a mo- 
ment and then she went on. A few days 
before the crash Ritchie had called her 
from some place in the Midwest. “Mom,” 
he’d said, “it’s like an iceberg here. I 
sure wish I was back in Pacoima.” 

“Is there anything else I can tell you?” 
Ritchie’s mother asked. 

There was nothing else. 

She turned away, walked slowly from 
the living room. At the door to the bed- 
room at the back of the house, she turned 
for a moment and said, “He was a praying 
boy. He was always a religious boy. He 
always used to go to the church and light 
candles.” Then she closed the door gently 
behind her. 

A cousin, Mrs. Vera Villafana, had pre- 
pared coffee and cakes for the friends of 
Ritchie who had come to comfort his 
mother. She said that the funeral services 
for Ritchie would be held at St. Ferdi- 


nand’s Church in San Fernando, and that ~ 


he would be buried in the cemetery of San 
Fernando Mission. 

Outside of the house, the sun was still 
shining brightly. Across the street, a car 
radio was playing softly. A few girls and 
fellows were standing around the car, lis- 
tening. It was playing “We Belong To- 
gether.” One of the girls said, “Why did it 
have to happen to him? He was such a 
great guy?” 


hy did it have to happen to Ritchie? 

This is what the fellows and girls 

were asking at the Dick Clark Show 
the day after Ritchie died. And Dick him- 
self was so broken up that he could hardly 
talk about the tragedy. For it was on one 
of his shows, on October 6, 1958, that 
Ritchie had really clicked when he sang 
“Come On, Let’s Go.” 

Why did it have to happen to Ritchie? 
That’s what the youngsters asked each 
other over and over again at Alan Freed’s 
Big Beat session on the afternoon follow- 
ing the tragedy. Alan himself sat in his 
office before he was to go on the air, just 
staring at the ceiling. “They were great 
kids,” he said, “great kids. The Bopper, 
Buddy, and Ritchie. The best.” 

Then he looked at a speck of dirt on his 
desk blotter and ground it with his hand. 

“That Buddy Holly,” he said, “we toured 
together for forty-four days. He was a 
bug for flying. Ritchie hated it. The Bop- 
per just slept and didn’t care one way or 
the other. But Buddy—if you tied two 
orange crates together, put a wing on it, 
and said it would fly, he’d climb in and 
take off. He always wanted to get some- 
place ahead of the others. 

“Crazy, isn’t it, that his new hit is 
called ‘It Deesn’t Matter Any More.’ I 
know it matters to me and to all those 
kids who loved him .. . and to his wife, 
Maria Elena. You know he’s been mar- 
ried less than six months.” 


Alan went on. “That Bopper, he is 
something. See, I keep saying is instead 
of was. I can’t believe he’s gone. Not 
that happy, happy guy. I once asked him 
why he left his safe, sane job as a deejay 
in Texas to go on tour, and he answered, 
‘Cause it’s a ball. "Cause I’m getting to 
see the country. I’m a traveling sales- 
man. Im selling “Chantilly Lace.”’ A 
marvelous, mad guy.” 

He got up, walked slowly around his 
desk, and then sat down again. He took 
out a handkerchief and wiped the 
smudged dirt off his hand. 

“The Bopper wasn’t very religious—in 
fact I never knew his religion—but I know 
that he once went to church with Ritchie 
Valens. It happened last Christmas. The 
Bopper and Ritchie were both on my 
Loew’s State Christmas show in New 
York. Ritchie had just bought his mother 
a house and he hated being away from her 
at Christmas. Sure, he found New York 
exciting. But he was also homesick. He’d 
walk around and stare at the buildings 
and then come running back to his hotel. 
It was too much for him. 

“Well, on the day before Christmas he 
kept talking about his mother and how 
much he missed her. And he said he was 
going to Midnight Mass to say a special 
prayer for her. He asked the Bopper if he 
wanted to go along. And I never saw any- 
one so pleased as the Bopper was. I guess 
the Bopper was homesick himself. Any- 
way, off they went to the church.” 

A page stuck his head in the office. 
“You're on, Mr. Freed,” he said. 

When Alan walked into the television 
studio, the boys and girls flocked over to 
the man who had known Buddy, Ritchie, 
and the Bopper so well. Some of them 
were crying and he talked quietly, sooth- 
ingly to them. 

On the show itself, Alan didn’t play any 
of their records. “This isn’t the time for 
that,” he said. But he asked for a minute 
of silent prayer in memory of the three 
boys. And then Roy Hamilton, in a trib- 
ute to Buddy, the Bopper, and Ritchie 
sang “You'll Never Walk Alone.” And 
then the show was over. 

Back in his office, Alan answered the 
telephone. He talked for a few minutes 
and then put it down. “It’s crazy,” he said. 
“I just learned they took that plane in- 
stead of the bus in order to save some 
time. For what? Buddy wanted to get a 
suit cleaned. Ritchie wanted a_ haircut. 
And the Bopper just wanted to get some 
sleep. Said he never could really sleep on 
a bus. And Ritchie . . . Ritchie flipped a 
coin with someone else to see who would 
get the fourth seat on the chartered plane. 
Ritchie called ‘Heads’ and it came up 
heads. And he said, ‘What do you know? 
This is the first time I’ve ever won.’ ” 

The phone rang again and Alan an- 
swered. “That was my daughter,” he said 
after he hung up, “my daughter, Alana. 
She’s thirteen. She can’t stop crying. Just 
before our Christmas show—the one I told 
you about, the one the Bopper and Ritchie 
were both on—she broke her arm. And 
Ritchie signed her cast. She’s kept it ever 
since. She can hardly talk. I understand. 

“I guess I got to know Ritchie best when 
we made our movie on the coast, ‘Go, 
Johnny, Go.’ His only comment when he 
saw the screening was ‘I’m not much good 
but I hope my mother will like me.’ That’s 
the sort of fellow he was.” 

Alan went over to the record player and 
clicked a switch. He pulled an album out 
of the pile on the floor, slipped out a rec- 
ord, and put it on. The voice of Ritchie 
Valens—strong, young, alive—sang out: 

“You’re mine, 
And we belong together, 
Yes, we belong together 
For Eternity .. .” 
THE END 
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peanut butter canapes with Tuesday Weld. 
David’s only twelve and Tuesday’s fifteen 
but he told me that he thinks he looks 
more like fourteen and that she looks 
younger than she really is. He doesn’t 
care if she is an “older woman,” he’s going 
to be doing some serious thinking about 
her just as soon as his father, Alan Ladd, 
ups his twenty-five cent weekly allowance 
to a more substantial sum... . Pat Boone, 
who’s in town for a lecture he’s giving at 
Hollywood High on “How To Keep White 
Bucks Clean,” was chatting with Conway 
Twitty, who told me that he’s tired of the 
flip comments about his name. He’s think- 
ing of changing it next month—to F. Con- 
way Twitty. ...Doris Day finally admitted 
that those famous freckles of hers aren’t for 
real! She puts ’em on every morning with 
an eyebrow pencil. I'd never have known, 
even though I was sitting close up to her. 
. Shirley MacLaine had been signed 
to play Yul Brynner’s identical twin in 
what’s sure to be an Academy Award 
contender. The studio’s big problem on 
the picture is: Should Yul grow hair or 
should Shirley get a bald cut? What do 
you think? ... And speaking of topknots, 
you'll positively flip when you see Kim 
Novak’s latest shade. She’s kept only a 
slender center part of lavender and the 
rest . . . well, you'll just have to see it 
for yourself. ...I was on my way to join 
John Saxon, who simply refuses to shave 
the beard he grew for “The Big Fisher- 
man,” when I tripped over Russ Tam- 
blyn. Know what? The star of “Tom 
Thumb” really is five inches tall. 
Dennis Hopper and Dean Stockwell are 
feuding over who is really the king of the 
beatnicks. The whole town is divided into 
Hopperites—who wear black leather jack- 
ets and knee-length hip boots engraved 
with a profile of Dennis—and Stockwell- 
ites—who wear white shirts with canary 
yellow stripes and tattoo pictures of Dean 
on their wrists. They invited me to a duel 
at dawn in front of the Positano coffee 
shop. It’ll be old Marlon Brando scripts 
at twenty paces... . Jill St. John told me 
she and Lance Reventlow are switching 
careers. She'll race a twin-engine Scarab 
next weekend in the local Hollywood drag 
races and Lance will act. . . . Sophia 
Loren finally confessed that she was really 
born in Brooklyn and Fabian told me that 
he’s from Transylvania, not Pennsylvania. 
Frankie Avalon in town for the lead 
role in a new musical version of “Oedipus 
Rex,” whispered to me that I hadn’t fooled 
him one inch. He knew all along I was 
just April Fooling. Did you? THE END 
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her head into the quiet, dark little niche 
made by her folded arms. She had to 
think. Soon thoughts became memories, 
lifting her out of the sun filled room with 
all the stuffed animals that were memen- 
tos of her appearances on the “Mickey 
Mouse Club” and took her back more than 
six months to Doreen’s swimming party .. . 

Annette stood, straight and bright in her 
red bathing suit, at the tip end of the div- 
ing board. She was poised, just ready to 
jump when—Wham! Something hit her 
from behind and she fell into the water 
with a loud splash. Dazed, she came to 
the top and began swimming slowly to- 
ward the side of the pool. Just then a 
brown crewcut popped out of the water 
beside her. The eyes that went with the 
crewcut were blue, dark blue, and they 
were edged with thick lashes. Right now 
those eyes looked very worried. 

“Gee, I’m sorry! I never meant to push 
you! Honest! The guys were just horsing 
around with me and, before we knew it, 
we were fooling on the board.” 

“I’m okay,” she laughed, taking a big 
breath and shaking her head a little. “You 
just knocked the wind out of me.” He had 
jumped out of the pool and held out a 
strong looking tan hand. “Thanks,” she 
said. .And then she didn’t know what else 
to say. The boy just stood there, staring 
at her. She felt her cheeks grow warm 
with embarrassment and she lowered her 
. I don’t think 


eyes. Finally she said, “I. . 
we met. Doreen didn’t really have a 
chance to...” 


“Oh,” he said quickly, helping her out, 
“Tl'm Sandy Howland But I know who 
you are,” he continued, “You’re Annette 
Funicello. I see you on the Disney show 
all the time. In fact ... you know what 

. I thought you were just terrific in 
‘Spin and Marty.’ I wanted to meet you an 
awful lot! So I’m glad this happened .. . 
since you didn’t get hurt, I mean. Well,” 
he finished, suddenly shy again, “T’ll see 
you later, I guess.” And he walked away. 

Annette’s eyes followed him as he went 
back toward the others. He left in such a 
hurry, she thought, almost as though he 
wanted to get away from her. It was a 
pity because there was something so nice 
about him, a kind of naturalness or hon- 
esty. Yes, she liked him, she decided, 
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snatching off her bathing cap and fluffing 
her feathercut out around her happy face. 
“Tll have to freshen up my lipstick,” she 
reminded herself. 

One hour passed—and then another. But 
Sandy did not talk to her again. She 
danced with the other boys and, as she 
whirled around, she searched for him, let- 
ting her black eyes inspect the little 
groups sitting around the edge of the 
patio. Once in a while she saw him, not 
dancing, not even talking to other girls, 
just standing around with two or three 
boys, their hands shoved inside the pock- 
ets of their fresh khakis. It was nearly 
time to go home before she felt someone 
tap her lightly on the shoulder. 

“Sure youre not mad about getting 
knocked into the water that way?” 

“Sandy!” Annette’s tiny hand flew to her 
face in surprise. “Of course I’m not mad. 
It wasn’t your fault.” Just then Doreen 
put on the record for the last dance. Sandy 
threw his weight to the outside of his feet 
and rocked back and forth on the edges 
of his white bucks. 

“T’m a lousy dancer,” he began, “that’s 
why I didn’t ask you before. But if you'll 
be patient with me, maybe we could give 
this a try.” 

“What makes you think you’re a bad 
dancer?” she asked after they had taken 
a few graceful turns around the patio. 
“You seem fine to me.” 

“Gee ... the truth is... I never danced 
this well before. You’re so light... al- 
most like a little doll.” 

She laughed. “It’s funny that you’d say 
that. My father calls me Dolly ’cause I 
was always lots smaller than the other 
kids my age.” 

“You know,” Sandy began after a few 
minutes of comfortable silence, “this prob- 
ably sounds pretty silly. But... did you 
ever go steady with anyone?” 

“No. I know lots of the kids do, but go- 
ing steady never made much sense to me. 
There’re so many interesting people to 
know, eee 

“Maybe you're right. But,’ he argued, 
sounding puzzled, almost disappointed, “I 
still think it’s wonderful for two people 
to really get to know each other and share 
everything they do.” 

“It is wonderful,” she answered, “but I 
think that can happen even when two 
people aren't going steady.” 

Sandy grinned at her, a big grin that 
seemed to say thank you, thank you for 
agreeing with me, even just a little. 

“Do you think I could call you some- 
time?” he asked just as the last notes of 
the record died away. And inside Annette, 
something seemed to collapse for relief, 
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me oO ag eT 
relief and happiness. Sandy did want to 
see her again. 


n their first date, they laughed to- 

gether at Jerry Lewis in “The Geisha 

Boy.” Other dates—horseback riding, 
tennis, a barbecue. Soon Sandy began 
dropping in at the Funicello household al- 
most every Saturday afternoon. 

“Dolly,” Mr. Funicello said, one Satur- 
day, coming into the kitchen where 
Annette and her mother were polishing 
silverware, “there are four young men 
outside who look like they might tear the 
house apart if you don’t get out there and 
quiet them down.” 

“Is one of them Sandy?” 

“Sandy—hum. Does he have a crew- 
cut?” her father teased. “I might as well 
admit it; one of them’s Sandy.” 

“At least wipe the silver polish off your 
nose first,’ her mother called after Ann- 
ette. 

“Hi!—all of you,” Annette shouted to the 
four boys who were standing on the porch. 
“What're you doing over here? I thought 
this was the day of the big game. Ouch!” 
She bent over to examine her bare foot. 


“Darn it! Dve got a splinter. Be right 
back.” 
Instantly, Sandy’s face turned white. 


“You guys wait a minute .. . okay? Ann- 
ette! Is it bad?” He dashed into the house 
after her. “Let me do it, Mrs. Funicello,” 
Sandy urged, his voice faint and tense. 
“Tm a first rate splinter surgeon. Honest!” 

Surprised, Mrs. Funicello exchanged a 
quick glance with Annette’s father. But 
she moved back good-naturedly and 
handed a needle to Sandy. 

“Here!” In a few seconds, he had it. He 
held up the tiny piece of wood, grinning 
proudly at the patient. 

“Well, that emergency’s over,’ Annette 
announced with a laugh. She and Sandy 
went out to the yard where the other boys 
were playing “keep away” with Annette’s 
younger brother, Joey. 

With each date, Annette felt more and 
more sure that Sandy was somebody very 
special. He had a sweetness, an air of 
wanting to really be with her. Even when 
he had to overcome shyness, he seemed 
honest about his feelings. And he began 
asking her for two or three dates a week. 
“You know,” she confided one day to her 
friend Doreen, “Sandy asks me out so 
often I don’t seem to have time to see 
anyone else.” 

“Before you know it, youll be going 
steady,” Doreen predicted. 

“Oh, no, Doreen. You know how I feel 
about that. See you at my party on 
Saturday!” she called over her shoulder 
as she left Doreen at the soda fountain. 

For months Annette’s friends had been 
looking forward to her sixteenth birthday 
party. At about six o’clock, they began to 
gather, filling the Funicellos’ yard with 
cheerful laughter. “How about some cro- 
quet?” someone called. And soon there 
was a game going at the end of the yard. 

“Gee, Sandy never takes his eyes off 
you!” Annette’s friend, Sharon, said to her 
with a sigh that was almost envious. 

Annette nodded proudly. She glanced 
toward the end of the yard where Sandy 
was playing croquet with the other boys. 
It was true. He kept watching her, his 
dark blue eyes tracing her steps as she 
went back and forth from the house to the 
patio with trays of hamburgers and rolls. 
“You're prettier than any picture I ever 
saw,” he whispered after he came to help 
her with the heavy trays. A slow, sweet 
smile was her answer. And it was the 
only one he needed. 

After they had eaten, the hayracks ar- 
rived, big lumbering wagons piled high 
with sweet-smelling hay and drawn by 
gentle old horses. “I want the front! I 
want the front!” someone yelled. 


u 


i ic i te 


“But the back’s better!” was the answer. 
Yelling and shouting, they climbed up 
onto the hay, scrambling, stumbling over 
each other while they looked for their 
friends in the dark. Annette and Sandy 
curled up in the back of the wagon near 
their special friends, Doreen and Sharon 
and their dates, and Sandy’s friend, Terry 
Ralston. Annette and Sandy exchanged a 
long look of contentment. She smiled to 
herself as the hayrack swung slowly down 
the road. It rocked with a peaceful mo- 
tion almost like a cradle. 

“You know, Sandy ...” It was Paul 
Carlson, Doreen’s date. He was always 
full of jokes. “I never have been able to 
figure out what you did to deserve Ann- 
ette. She looks pretty special to me.” 

It was not so dark that Annette couldn’t 
see Sandy’s face. For a brief, terrible sec- 
ond, he looked absolutely foolish. He took 
Paul’s teasing seriously—and there was 
no answer. Annette glanced at both of 
them quickly and then— “It’s because 
Sandy’s pretty special himself!” she shot 
back. “But thank you anyway.” 


” 


ust then the hayrack jolted to a stop be- 

side a wooded area over which the full 

moon seemed to grin like a jolly man. 
“How’ll this do for a fire?” the driver 
called. They all agreed that it was per- 
fect. Sandy jumped down and took the 
marshmallows out from under the driver’s 
seat while the other boys went off to pick 
up firewood. The girls shook the hay out 
of their hair and freshened up their lip- 
stick with the help of pocket mirrors and 
flashlights. 

Watching Sandy show the boys how to 
build the fire made Annette feel proud. 
She hadn’t been wrong; Sandy was spe- 
cial, very. very special. And he didn’t 
have to tell her how much he appreciated 
what she said to Paul Carlson. Each time 
his eyes met hers across the firelight, they 
seemed to say thank you, thank you and 
perhaps much more. 

Soon, the fire was blazing, sending up 
curling tongues of flame that lit the faces 
of the couples who formed a circle around 
it. “Let’s sing,” someone suggested. “How 
about ‘Mandolins in the Moonlight?’” 
Their voices joined and rose in one song 
after another until, finally, only four or 
five people were left singing. A peaceful 
quiet fell over the group as the fire grad- 
ually crackled and shrunk away into 
nothing more than a few glowing coals. 

“I guess it’s time to go,” Annette said 
finally.. She pulled herself reluctantly to 
her feet. 

“Aw, gee! So soon!” several voices mur- 
mured. But they got up anyway, making 
rustling sounds as they walked back to 
where the hayracks waited at the side of 
the road. 

When they got to Annette’s house and 
the others had gone home, Sandy asked if 
he could stay for a few minutes. 

“Of course. Here, let’s sit on the swing,” 
Annette suggested. “Wasn’t it a beauti- 
ful party, Sandy?” 

“It sure was.” He was staring into the 
distance, hardly aware that he was push- 
ing the swing slowly back and forth with 
his foot. “I want to ask you something,” 
he said. Seeing her nod as if to say “go 
ahead,” he began: “This is pretty impor- 
tant to me, Annette. I’ve been doing a 
lot of thinking and ... well...” He fal- 
tered and began pushing the swing a little 
faster. “Well .. . I'd like to go steady with 
you.” 

“Oh, Sandy!” she answered, laying her 
head back against the swing and taking a 
long breath, “I don’t know what to say.” 
She looked at him. “You know I like you 
very much. Well ... more than I ever 
liked anyone else.” For a few seconds, the 
only sound was the creaking of the com- 
fortable, old swing. “But—” She shook her 
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curly head slowly from side to side. “I 
just can’t decide.” She waited—but Sandy 
didn’t seem to know what to say. “Maybe,” 
she suggested, “I could tell you later— 
next week—at the prom?” 

“It'll be a rough week for me,” he said, 
standing up. “At the end of it, P’ll either 
be the happiest guy in Studio City or the 
most disappointed one.” 

And they said goodnight—softly. Ann- 
ette watched him go down the walk and 
get into the car. She liked Sandy so much 
... and yet, she didn’t really want to go 
steady. How could she decide? 

The dress Annette got for the prom was 
green, mint green linen—and the tiny, 
yellow rosebuds Sandy brought her were 
perfect. “What happened to my Dolly 
with bare feet and mussed up hair?” her 
father asked when she came down the 
stairs carefully, ever so carefully on high 
heeled pumps. As for Sandy, he could 
only say “Wow!” 


s they were leaving, there was a phone 
call for Annette. She took it in her 
room and was back in a few seconds. 

“Ready?” she asked, thinking how hand- 
some Sandy looked in his white dinner 
jacket. 

Sandy nodded. But when they got out- 
side the house, he stopped and turned his 
tense, white face toward her. “Who was 
that on the phone? What did they want?” 
he demanded. She thought he sounded 
timid—as though he thought he shouldn’t 
ask but couldn’t help himself. 

“Who was it?” she echoed. “Well, if you 
really think it’s important, I'll tell you.” 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “Let’s forget it.” 

They both tried to forget about the 
phone call. “It’s going to be a beautiful 
night!” Annette whispered as they entered 
the gym. The room was aglow with frothy 
paper lanterns. Strips and strips of gay 
crepe paper looked like clouds above 
them, while a whole constellation of stars 
twinkled down from the ceiling. Annette 
hadn’t been so excited since she was four- 
teen and went to the Foreign Press 
Awards in the Cocoanut Grove. “My first 
prom!” she murmured as they swung 
around the glossy dancefloor. “And I’m so 
glad I’m here with you!” 

“You’re glad! Annette, you’re the pret- 
tiest, the liveliest, the most wonderful girl 
here! I keep pinching myself to make 
sure you're real.” And he gave her a 
proud, tender look that made her feel 
like singing. 

But as the evening went on, Annette 
found she couldn’t get the phone call out 
of her mind. Would going steady be like 
that? she wondered. Would she have to 
tell Sandy everything she did? Of course, 
she had always known he was jealous— 
but that was one of the things she had 
liked most about him in the beginning. 

She could see the other dancing couples, 
some of them trading partners, getting to 
know lots of people I want to do that, too, 
she realized as she wached them. 

“Hey, wake up!” Sandy gave her hand a 
little shake. “It’s intermission.” Hand in 
hand, they wove their way through the 
little groups of laughing couples. still 
standing on the dance floor. Annette could 
almost see Sandy’s chest swell with pride 
when he introduced her to some boys who 
had graduated a couple of years ahead of 
him. One, Tom Morris, was a tall blonde 
boy with clear grey eyes and a teasing 
smile. He looked a little like Tab Hunter, 
Annette thought, mischievous, but serious 
too. She liked him. And when he asked 
her to dance, she said “yes.” It wasn’t un- 
til later that she thought of Sandy! 

“Have you ever grown up since you 
were twelve and I first saw you on the 
“Mickey Mouse Club!” Tom exclaimed. 
“Tell me about making ‘The Shaggy Dog.’ 
You must have quite a schedule to keep 


up with.” 'Tom’s interested mantle his 


quick smile made him very likable. Ann- 
ette was sorry when the dance was over 
and he took her back to where Sandy was 
standing alone, watching them. He sug- 
gested going home right away. 


painful silence. What hurt Annette most 

was that Sandy, he who had always 
been so frank and open, would not even 
look at her. Her hands began to tremble. 
How was she going to tell him she could 
not go steady with him? And she felt 
stiff, almost numb. Already, a kind of 
loneliness caught her up, swept her into 
an imaginary corner where she would 
have to sit alone. 

It seemed like a week before they 
reached her house. Sandy parked the car, 
as carefully as ever, and just sat there, 
without a word, waiting for her to begin. 
She took a long breath. “I guess you 
won't be surprised—” She heard her own 
voice as if from very far away. It was 
faint and weak behind the gathering pres- 
sure of unshed tears. “Well, Sandy, my 
answer to what you asked me last week 


ci fetes made the long drive in complete, 


. .. its no.” Of course, he would not 
look at her. But she had to make him 
understand! “Sandy,” she added softly, 


“as far as I'm concerned it doesn’t mean 
we can’t see each other anymore.” 

“Yes it does,” he murmured, turning his 
unhappy face even more sharply away 
from her. “If you really liked me, you’d 
want to go steady with me.” 

There was no answer. 

“If I didn’t like you very much,” she 
began, suddenly feeling tired from the 
effort of trying to make him understand, 
“If I didn’t like you very, very much, 
Sandy, I wouldn’t go out with you at all.” 
But her words were useless. She couldn’t 
break through his terrible, hurt silence. 

In a flash, she felt a new understanding 
of Sandy. “You can’t force people to love 
you!” she explained, her voice rising. “You 
can’t get people to like you by cutting them 
off from the rest of the world.” But he 
could not understand what she meant. She 
gave up, got out of the car, closing the door 
gently, and ran up the steps into the house. 

And that was how it ended, Annette re- 
membered, as she still lay, face down- 
wards on the bed in her room. Lying 
there, she, thought, thought and realized 
that ...no.. . she couldn't take the 
chance that it might happen again. 

She sat up and brushed back a curl that 
had fallen across her forehead After all 
... it wasn’t so surprising the other boys 
had stopped calling. Sandy had asked her 
out so often; she was usually busy when 
they tried to date her anyway. 

Her eye fell on the small, white card in- 
viting her to Sharon’s party. “Please bring 
a date.” Was it really a choice between 
asking Sandy or staying home? Hadn't 
Sharon said something about her boy- 
friend’s cousin not having a date? Why 
not? Annette stood up and straightened 
her red capri pants with a decisive ges- 
ture. She caught sight of her own face 
in the mirror. It surprised her. For the 
first time in weeks, she looked almost 
happy. She walked over to the white 
telephone and dialed Sharon’s number. 

“Hello ... Remember what you said the 
other day about Terry’s cousin—from San 
Francisco? ... Oh; good! ...I might not 
like him a lot, but that isn’t the point... 
Gee, thanks, Sharon . . . It makes a big 
difference to me... You know what? ... 
I just realized something; it takes time to 
get back into circulation.” It takes cour- 
age, too, she said to herself as she hung 
up the phone. THE END 


BE SURE TO SEE ANNETTE IN WALT DISNEY’S 
“THE SHAGGY DOG,” AND LISTEN TO HER DIS- 
NEYLAND RECORD RELEASE, “TALL PAUL.” 


- FRANKIE AVALON 


(Continued from page 54) 


conversation like the stars on those TV 
panel shows. I was shy, but girls drew 
me out, helped me get over my shyness. 

Vd play music on my brass trumpet 
—‘Tenderly” or “Blues in the Night” or 
“Put the Blame on Mame, Boy”—and sit 
in my wallpapered room and look out the 
window at the buckeye trees in the back- 
yard. The neighbors would complain about 
my trumpet playing, but I couldn’t help 
it. I just had to play. 

Moms never do quite understand how 
kids feel, do they? Oh, they try all right, 
but they never manage to tune in com- 
pletely. 

But girls, 
understood. 

The first girl I want to tell you about is 
Mary Jo. I was nine years old (my birth- 
day’s September 18, 1940) when I met her. 
That summer she came to visit my grand- 
mother on Croskey Street in Philadelphia. 
I was still Frankie Avallone then. One 
day one of the gang asked her to play 
Giant Steps with us. 

She seemed so pleased we’d asked and 
said she’d love to. And she was wonder- 
fully friendly with everyone, and so nice. 

Well, Mary Jo played with us every day. 
She had short, dark hair cut in bangs and 
big brown shoebutton eyes. We played 
Giant Steps or Go-Stop, and then we’d sit 
on somebody’s front porch and talk about 
movie and TV stars. 

Always, at those front porch bull ses- 
sions, I’d listen to my friends. I never 
wanted to say what I thought. But 
Mary Jo was always interested, and she’d 
ask me, in a soft way, “Frankie, what do 
you think of Doris Day?” And I’d nod my 
head to agree she was great. Then Mary 
Jo would smile and ask me something 
else, and before I knew it, she had me 
talking. 


they were different. They 


hen one July day, my Aunt Betty said, 
“Hey, Frankie, why don’t you take 
Mary Jo around the corner for a pizza?” 

I stopped dead in my tracks. “What?” I 
said. 

Aunt Betty suggested the date again. I 
stuttered something back to her and then 
ran upstairs to my room. Alone with Mary 
Jo! I wouldn’t know what to do or say. 

But I couldn’t stop thinking about it. 
I wanted to take Mary Jo for a pizza, but 
I was afraid she wouldn’t want to go with 
me. I kept wondering what we'd find to 
talk about, just the two of us, and I got 
nervous. 

But my Aunt Betty, who’s pretty and 
full of life, asked me again. I told her I’d 
like to take Mary Jo to the pizzeria, but 

. and she said, “Okay, Frankie, I'll ar- 
range it.” 

Well, the next day came and all too 
soon the sun started to go down over the 
housetops. Before I knew it it was after 
supper; the time when I’d promised Aunt 
Betty I’d pick up Mary Jo and take her 
around the corner to Tessie’s Pizza Parlor. 

I was all dressed up in a brand-new 
white shirt and my white summer pants 
which Mom had pressed that afternoon so 
there’d be a fresh crease. 

My sister Theresa, who’s a couple years 
older than me, my dad, who had come 
home tired from work at the machine 
shop, my Aunt Betty, and my mom, all 
smiles and proud-eyed—everybody came 
out on the porch to watch me walk over 
to Mary Jo’s. 

Outside, on the street, the kids were all 
in their bathing suits and splashing each 
other with the water from the fire plug. 


On how suinmer days the Police Athletic ; 


League would come around and unlock the 
fire plug for us all to have some fun. Oh, 
how I wished I was with the rest of the 
kids, getting wet. 

When I got to Mary Jo’s, she was wait- 
ing for me on her grandmother’s porch, 
all dressed up in a pretty pink dress. 

Then the two of us walked to Tessie’s 
Pizza Parlor, and we sat in a booth and 
ordered a slice of pizza apiece. We didn’t 
say very much to each other. Mary Jo 
must have felt sort of funny, too. When 
we finished the pizza, I said, “You want 
to go walking a little bit?” and she said 
okay. 

The two of us walked along another 
street so that no one we knew would see 
us, and we watched the red sun fade in 
the summer sky. We still didn’t talk much, 
but it was nice being together, just Mary 
Jo and me. When the shadows started fall- 
ing I figured it was time to bring Mary 
Jo home. We said goodbye by her porch 
steps. Then I ran to the fire plug. But it 
was turned off. I wanted to put on my 
bathing suit and jump in the cold water. 
I was so happy. Our date was a success! 
Mary Jo said she had a good time! 


(ore the end of the summer, one of 
the neighborhood kids had a party, 
and all of us were invited. It was on a 
Saturday night, and everyone talked about 
it all week long. 

There were Cokes and ham sandwiches 
and potato salad—and a game called Post 
Office. ’d heard about it, sure, but I had 
never played it, and I tried desperately to 
get out of it. But one of the fellows pushed 
me into the hall to kiss Mary Jo. I just 
stood there in the dark trembling, and 
then I said, “I .. . I don’t know how to 
kiss;) ands Marys Jo\said,. Lo. 20) L)dontt 
either.” So we promised we’d tell every- 
body we kissed, even though we didn’t.... 

Then Mary Jo told me that her visit to 
her grandmother was almost over and she 
would be leaving on Labor Day weekend. 
On the Sunday before she left we had an- 
other pizza date at Tessie’s. I told Mary 
Jo I wished she lived in Philly. 

“T wish I did, too,” she said. 

We took our little walk again and 
watched the sun duck behind the treetops 
in the yellow summer sky. When I brought 
her home, the two of us stood on her 
porch, saying goodbye over and over 
again. She promised she’d come back to 
Philly, but, of course, she didn’t. 

I said, “Mary Jo, if you close your eyes, 
Tll close mine, and we’ll pretend we 
kissed!” 

“All right,” she said. 

So we closed our eyes, and suddenly we 
were drawn together—just like in the 
movies—and I kissed her quickly on the 
cheek. To this day I don’t know what hap- 
pened to my shyness. There was some 
strange force—like a magnet—pulling me, 
and I just had to reach over and give her 
a little peck. 

“Gee, Mary Jo,” I said, “I’m sorry.” 

“Frankie!” she whispered. “Don’t be 
sorry. I wanted you to kiss me.” 

Oh, I felt good all over, and I walked 
home with my hands in my pockets won- 
dering why Mary Jo had to go now when 
we were really getting to know each other. 
That night I went to sleep thinking of her, 
and I got up real early. I ran to my moth- 
er’s bedroom window to see if Mary Jo’s 
father’s car was still in her grandmother’s 
driveway. 

But it was gone, and I moped around the 
house all day. 

Shortly after that I started playing the 
trumpet. At first I couldn’t make a sound, 
not even a flat noise, when I blew it. My 
sister was better than I was, so I would 
watch the way she put her lips up to the 
mouthpiece and I’d imitate her until one 
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day, finally, there was this funny: purrrrrr, 
and I jumped up and down and yelled, “I 
can play it! I can play it!” 

I locked myself in my room that after- 
noon and practiced for five hours until I 
learned how to blow “Put Another Nickel 
in, in the Nickelodeon” 

Studying the trumpet and keeping up 
with all my school work in St. Edmund’s 
School wasn’t easy. Mr. Rosenfeld, my 
trumpet teacher, who was with the Phila- 
delphia Orchestra, kept encouraging me 
so I didn’t want to neglect it. And that was 
around the time I saw “Young Man With 
a Horn” with Kirk Douglas. Harry James 
played the trumpet, and he was out of 
this world. I saw that movie three times, 
and I made up my mind to be a musician. 
I played with a couple of local neighbor- 
hood bands—three or four piece combina- 
tions. And at home we’d all play together. 
We’re a musical family. My father plays 
the piano, and my sister can make mighty 
sweet music with an accordion, and my 
mom—well, she sings whenever she’s in 
the mood or she claps time to whatever 
we play. Last summer, when anybody 
visited our house, they’d have to listen to 
our rendition of “Volare!” Man did we go 
wild for it! 

Well, when I was almost eleven, I won 
a prize—a refrigerator on the Paul White- 
man show. I just couldn’t believe my trum- 
pet playing could actually win anything. 
About a year later, I went on the Jackie 
Gleason show, and Jackie asked me to do 
a little tap dance. I didn’t mind that, but 
I began to grow more and more shy be- 
cause everyone made such a fuss over me. 


ut when I met Sandy, she gave me a 

boost. I was twelve or thirteen, and 

Sandy lived a couple of blocks away 
from me. Her girlfriend, Phyllis, came up 
to me one day after school and _ said, 
“Frankie, can I let you in on a secret?” 

“Sure,” I told her. 

“Promise not to tell?” 

“IT promise.” 

“Sandy ... she likes you!” Phyllis blurt- 
ed and then she turned around and ran 
down the street without looking back. 

Now what was I to do? I liked Sandy, 
too. She had blue eyes and long brown 
hair and a slow smile. I don’t like flashy 
smiles, the kind that are so big the per- 
son’s teeth look like headlights. 

I started hanging around the street more 
often. I was too old for Giant Steps or Go- 
Stop. But I’d sit on the front porch steps 
and listen to a dance program on some- 
one’s portable radio or else talk about 
records and rock ’n’ roll. Sandy was a 
part of the “talking” gang, and she had 
a way of making me feel comfortable if 
she asked a question. She never pointed a 
question directly at me. She’d say, “Hey, 
I wonder what Frankie thinks . . .” and 
she’d get me to speak up. 

We began seeing each other pretty often 
that way; and somehow—I don’t know 
how these things happen—word got around 
the gang that we were going steady. But 
we never dated, not even once. Not that 
I minded. She was so easy to get along 
with. 

One day I asked her if it bothered 
her that people were saying we were going 
together, and she said no. So I got up my 
courage and bought her a friendship ring 
to make the rumors true. 

We started going to the movies every 
Saturday afternoon, and sometimes I’d put 
my arm around her. All the other fellows 
did with their dates. Some of the fellows 
even kissed their girls. But I never kissed 
Sandy. 

We saw each other every day that 
spring, even if it was for just a little while. 
We'd have Cokes or grape rickeys at 
Humphrey’s (now it’s called Chez Joey) 


or we'd eat a pizza at Tessie’s Pizza Parlor. 


In May her parents decided to spend the 
summer in Wildwood-by-the-sea; and by 
midsummer Sandy wrote her girlfriend 
Phyllis that she had found a new boy- 
friend. When Phyllis told me the news, I 
didn’t see any of the gang for two weeks. 
My mother scolded me for being so moody, 
but I couldn’t help it. I didn’t want to talk 
to a soul. I holed up in my room most of 
the time, trying to study my music but I 
just couldn’t concentrate. My heart felt 
as if it was going to burst. All I had to do 
was just think of Sandy, and I’d hear my 
heartbeats getting louder and louder and 
louder. 

When Sandy returned from Wildwood, 
she came over to say hello. We were sit- 
ting on the front steps of my house. It was 
a hot. sunny afternoon in late August. 

She tried to tell me she still liked me, 
but I couldn’t believe her. I felt cheated. 
But she did look very cute with her sun- 
tan. She kept asking me what was wrong, 
why was I so quiet, and finally I blurted 
out, “Gee, Sandy, why don’t you level 
with a guy!” And I ran inside. I just didn’t 
want to talk with her anymore. 


went to all the school hops that year in 

Vare Junior High in South Philly. I 

wanted to get over being shy, and I 
made myself dance with different girls. 
The girls would tell me it was a fellow’s 
personality that counted. If he was fun to 
be with, that’s what a girl cared about. So 
I tried to forget Sandy, and I started dat- 
ing Annette Cella who went to St. Moni- 
ca’s an all girl’s school. 

How did we meet? Well, St. Monica’s 
always let the students out earlier than 
Vare Junior High, and every time An- 
nette passed our school on her way home, 
she’d look in the window of our English 
class and wave. She waved every day 
until finally I got enough courage and I 
waved back. My owl-faced English teach- 
er yelled at me, but I didn’t care. I want- 
ed Annette to know I noticed her. 

One day the girl who sat behind me 
gave me Annette’s picture. She said she 
was a friend of Annette’s, and Annette had 
asked her to give me the snapshot. 

I liked Annette’s looks. She was exotic 
with tumbly dark hair and high cheek- 
bones. She was slim as a whistle, and I 
liked that, too. I don’t like it if girls let 
themselves go and lose their figures. I 
know it’s not easy to say no when I see 
a plate of spaghetti or a piece of choco- 
late cake. But I’ve learned. If you want a 
normal weight, you have to say no. 

Annette’s girlfriend, the one who gave 
me the picture, finally introduced us, and 
we dated. We got along at first, but after 
a while she became bossy and I began 
feeling shy. 

And there was something else that both- 
ered me. ...She was on a new kick, some 
silly starvation diet, and she got too 
skinny. No fellow likes a girl to look as if 
she’s missed a month’s meals. When An- 
nette came over to the house one night to 
talk with Sis, I told her how I felt. We 
were in the kitchen having a snack. Mom 
made hero sandwiches (you take a loaf of 
Italian bread, slice it in half and fill it full 
of cheese, ham, salami, tomatoes, and 
cut it up into two or three sections), and 
we sat around the table, eating and talk- 
ing about opera. 

I was telling them I don’t always under- 
stand what an opera means, but there’s so 
much “feeling” in them .. . that’s why I 
love them, especially anything by Puc- 
cini. Soon we got to talking about Frank 
Sinatra who I think’s the greatest, espe- 
cially his “Only the Lonely” album. He 
sings from his heart. I had just finished 
my first recording of “Cupid” around that 
time, and I told Annette and Mom and 


Sis how awful I thought my r ecording 

Annette told me to come off it, to. quit 
knocking myself. 

And I said, “You know something? I 
wish you'd stop dieting and eat some of 
this hero sandwich. You’re skinnier than 
a toothpick!” 

Boy, did she get mad! She got up and 
started to chase me around the kitchen. 
Finally she grabbed a flyswatter and 
slapped me with it. 

But, just the same, telling her did the 
trick. She got my message and went off 
that stupid diet. And she never acted 
bossy again. Sure, she was mad at me for 
a couple of days, but then we made up 
and went together. One thing about An- 
nette: She understood my silences. When 
we'd sit and listen to records, she was 
never cross or angry with me for not 
talking. And if I wanted to play the pro- 
gressive jazz of Gerry Mulligan and Shorty 
Rogers, she was willing to listen even if 
it wasn’t quite up her alley. 


e had a good time doing simple things 

—like going over to her house to 

dance. The bop, stroll and calypso are 
my favorites. Once when she mussed my 
hair, I told her to never do that again. 
That’s one thing I hate. And she never did. 
Although she threatened to... ! 

We'd go swimming when the weather 
was good; and the two of us flipped for 
Marlon Brando, Tony Curtis and Susan 
Hayward movies! Both of us were bug- 
eyed over “The Man With the Golden 
Arm” with Frank Sinatra, and that’s when 
I decided Frankie was my favorite actor 
as well as singer. We loved the Looney 
Tunes and Donald Duck cartoons; and one 
day, after the movies, I found a stray col- 
lie dog I took home with me. Annette 
named him Stumpy, and he followed us 
everywhere. Now I have another collie, 
almost a year old, and I call her De De 
after my first hit record, “De De Dinah.” 

Then, one night that summer, she told 
me the news that almost broke my heart. 
“We’re going to move,” she said. Her fath- 
er had a new job in Atlantic City. 

Before I knew it, it was goodbye-time, 
and I was seeing her off on the bus. 

We said we’d keep in touch, but the 
way things turned out, we couldn't. I start- 
ed to make personal appearances every- 
where, and then I heard Annette had an- 
other boyfriend—someone with carrot red 
hair! 

Always my luck, I thought. Soon as a 
girl moves away, she finds another guy! 

So I’ve been running here and running 
there ever since, singing at rock ’n’ roll 
places just about every week, hopping 
planes to California for TV appearances, 
visiting Dick Clark on his American 
Bandstand and on his Saturday show. 

And I’ve had my eyes peeled for a girl 
that’s going to give me another boost, 
someone who’s going to help me climb an- 
other step on my shy-guy ladder. I say it’s 
the girls who help a guy the most. Girls 
give a guy a chance; they don’t rush 
things. 

Lately I’ve been seeing Angela Curcio, 
who’s got bright blue eyes and light brown 
hair like Stephen Foster’s Jeanie. I met 
her on a picnic a few summers ago, and 
we've been good friends—that’s all. 

But mostly when I have time to myself 
I go driving in my new, bright-red sports 
car. I drive along the sidestreets of 
South Philly and sometimes I think about 
the girls who gave me confidence, the 
girls who liked me for what I was—a shy 
guy from a plain Italian family in Penn- 
sylvania. 

And all I can say is—gee, how can a guy 
ever get along without girls, huh? 

THe END 
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hush-toned voices singing, “Happy birth- 
day to you, happy birthday to you, happy 
birthday dear Lana, happy... .” 

The woman fell back a step. She put a 
hand up to her blonde hair. “Oh, no,” she 
whispered, “. . . for me?” She began to 
laugh. Her arms went around Cheryl, 
standing just in front, and hugging her 
very tightly she said, “Oh—honey, oh.. .” 

“I wanted to surprise you, Mother,” 
Cheryl said softly, guiding Lana towards 
the table. And as they peered through the 
dimness, they saw the laughing faces of 
some of Lana’s oldest friends—there was 
Del Armstrong, the producer; and by his 
side Glenn Rose, her long-time press 
agent; Helen Young, her hairdresser; 
Wilma Dunne, the well-known Beverly 
Hills dress designer who had created 
Lana’s dresses for many years; and, sit- 
ting at the back stirring a long drink 
vigorously with cocktail stick, was Fred 
May, one of Lana’s dearest friends. 

“Well, darling, are you happy?” the 
elderly woman asked Lana as the three 
of them joined the group already at the 
table. 

“Oh yes—Mother!” answered Lana, smil- 
ing. “And I'll bet you were part of this 
too,” she added jokingly. 

Cheryl showed her mother to the head 
of the table, slipped off her coat, and sat 
quietly and poised by Lana’s side while 
the other guests joked and laughed over 
the surprise. And as she listened she 
looked down at her smartly-styled dark 
blue silk dress, smiling as she remembered 
the remark she had overheard just a mo- 
ment ago—“Cheryl’s so gracious . . . and 
she’s grown into such a beautiful young 
woman.” One of the guests had said it to 
her grandmother. 

“I see youre on time this evening 
Lana,” joked Del Armstrong as the waiters 
began serving the hors d’oeuvres of shrimp, 
ees roll and Balmiki, a type of marinated 

eef. 


rl Reese to Cherry—she’s the punctual 
one of the family,’ joked back Lana, 
smiling proudly at her daughter. 

Cherry had been particularly punctual 
that first day back at school ... her first 
since that frightening dark April night 
when she stabbed Johnny Stompanato. 
The school was a new one for Cherry, 
Beverly Hill High, and was just around 
the corner from her grandmother’s home 
where she was living. 

It had been a lonely walk to school. Her 
mother couldn’t be with her. After the 
trial the court had made Cheryl its ward, 
saying Lana could only see her once a 
week. Cherry sighed. Her mother and 
father were still fighting over her, fighting 
as they had been ever since she was a 
baby. 

She turned into the huge grounds which 
surround the two-and-three story brick 
building of the school itself. She felt lost 

. and terribly alone. 

Then Cheryl noticed a group of girls 
whispering and pointing from a corner as 
she walked through the main hall. Though 
embarrassed and feeling strange, she went 
up to them. “Could you tell me where I 
might find the principal?” She asked. 

They giggled. Then one said, “You’re 
Cheryl Crane, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, that’s right,” she answered, wide- 
eyed. 

They laughed again. Then the tallest one 
said, “Go to the end of corridor and turn 
right.” This sent them off into peals of 


laughter that followed her down the hall. 

When Cheryl found that the principal’s 
office wasn’t at the end of the hallway, 
she knew the reason why. 

“I often used to see her wandering 
around all alone,’ a tenth-grader said, 
several weeks later. “She was like a lost 
ghost. Sometimes I thought I’d go over 
and ask her if I could direct her some- 
where but I kind of didn’t want to be seen 
talking to her. There was that sort of 
feeling around—you know.” 

Most of the girls felt that way. Some 
had been warned off by their mothers. 
Some felt embarrassed at the idea of talk- 
ing to a girl “who'd killed a guy.’ And 


the only people who spoke to her were the | 
teachers. She ate lunch and studied quite | 


alone. 

But now, as Cheryl looked around the 
happy birthday group, it all seemed so far 
in the past. 

... “I can see Cherry knows what I like 
to eat.” Lana’s voice could be heard over 
the chatter of the party, as the waiters 
served the next course of specially pre- 
pared chicken with peas and chestnuts 
and pressed duck. Lana turned to Cherry. 
“Must have been all those Chinese meals 
we used to have on Sundays,’ she whis- 
pered. 

But those meals had been very different. 

There had been the time they had gone 
together to one particular Chinese restau- 
rant—the one where Cheryl had learned 
first about her mother’s favorite dishes. 

But instead of laughter and relaxation 
there was tension and strained conversa- 
tion. 

“Are you sure you're well?” Lana had 
asked for practically the hundredth time 
that day. 

“Yes, Mother.” Cheryl looked down at 
her plate, breaking the awkwardness by 
eating almost continuously ... first a little 
of the egg roll, then shrimp, then some 
fried rice. “How’s the movie going?” she 
asked at length. 

“Fine, honey. And everyone’s been so 
kind. But I get so tired, although I wouldn’t 
want to be without the working. I don’t 
do much else these days, Cherry, except 
think and worry about you... .” 

Cheryl dug her fork deep into the rest 
of the egg roll. What could she say? Could 
she tell her mother that she loved and 
worried about her too? And could she tell 
her about school and the loneliness ... ? 

“How is school?” 

“A little better, Mother ... really.” 

But school wasn’t fun like it was for 
the other kids. Cheryl always sensed 
them staring at her, and pretty often, she 
was right. They were also talking about 

er. 

One day a group of girls paused in front 
of the mirrors in the girls’ locker room 
to talk. One of them told the latest joke 
about Cheryl. 

Even before they laughed, they heard 
the gasp behind them. Cheryl, early for 
gym class, had been standing not ten feet 
away. At the sight of her face, the laughter 
disappeared. 

“I never felt so low in my life,” one 
girl said later. “Until I saw how she 
looked, I'd sort of figured—well, that she 
didn’t care. Like she didn’t have any feel- 
ings. You know, after all that happened 
to her, here she was going to school every 
day—you get the feeling nothing bothered 
her. But when she turned around and ran 
out of that room, well, I just wanted to go 
down on my knees and say, ‘Gee, I’m 
sorry. I was wrong.’ After that—well, the 
bunch of us had to make it up to her 
somehow. And we figured the nicest thing 
we could do was just kind of make her feel 
at home.” 

It began like that. A couple of girls 
catching up to Cheryl as she ran down the 
lawn away from the gym, not apologizing, 
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not knowing what to say—but suddenly 
there, beside her, handing her a notebook 
she had dropped, starting to talk, a little 
breathlessly, about nothing at all. 

And Cheryl, staring at them with hurt, 
frightened eyes—and then, slowly, be- 
ginning at last to understand. 

When they left her, they had promised 
to save her a seat at lunch. For the first 
time that day, she ate her sandwich and 
drank her glass of milk as part of a crowd. 
And the curious eyes that focused on her 
were met, for once, not by her own shy 
ones, but by those of the girls around her— 
defiant and unafraid. 

All it took was that. Within a month 
she knew half the girls in school. They 
walked her home, they traded notes with 
her, borrowed her clothes, and found to 
their surprise that they didn’t have to 
think of Cheryl as a charity case—she had 
a lot to offer in friendship, a good sense 
of humor, a tremendous amount of gener- 
osity, a sympathetic ear. It got to the point 
where one teenage boy complained to a 
reporter, “Cheryl? Why, she’s the most 
popular girl in school. If you say anything 
bad about Cheryl, you can’t get a date with 
any girl in the place.” 

And as facts began to replace fiction, the 
stories, the jokes died down. What was 
there to say about Cherry really? That 
she was a quiet girl who usually sat in 
the last row of class. That she was, de- 
spite her new friends, still shy, still with- 
drawn. That, as the boy said, once the 
girls took her in charge, they looked out 
for her just fine. 


herry had never had friends of this sort 

4 before. These were not the girls who 
had gone to private school with her, 
girls a little too rich, a little too spoiled, a 
little too homesick for real friendship. These 
were not the girls she had met in the few 


weeks of school she had gotten in the 


dozens of cities, the foreign countries she 
had visited with her mother—girls who 
knew that Lana Turner’s daughter was 
staying for just a few weeks, who re- 
garded her as an object of curiosity to be 
pumped for information about Gregory 
Peck and then dropped for more perma- 
nent pleasures. These were girls who were 
used to living in one place, to going home 
at night to their parents and families, who 
were not overly impressed with movie 
stars because the town was full of them 
even if their kids seldom went to the same 
schools. These were normal, average girls, 
interested in normal average things. Slow- 
ly, Cherry began to imitate them, to dress 
like them, laugh like them. Her tongue 
became accustomed to the give and take 
of their chatter. She stopped stooping to 
hide her height. Her gestures became less 
awkward because she no longer felt stared 
at whenever she moved. 

And the bad dreams began to disappear. 

Lana, seeing it happen, told her mother 
that the weight was beginning to lift from 
her heart. She almost burst with happiness 
the day Cheryl told her she had been in- 
vited on a picnic one Sunday. “But of 
course I turned it down. I told them, “That’s 
my day with my mother.’ ” 

Steve Crane, watching this closeness 
grow, called off his suit for Cherry’s cus- 
tody. “She seems to be doing so well,” he 
told friends. “As long as she’s happy, it’s 
all right with me.” And Cheryl no longer 
felt that her parents were tearing her to 
pieces in their battle for her custody; she 
no longer had to feel disloyal to each by 
loving the other. 

She even began to date. She had been a 
little too tall, a little gawky at the time 
of the tragedy. Now, with her sleep less 
troubled, she was beginning to fill out in 
all the right places, to grow up, to know 
how to wear clothes. Some of her dates 
were arranged by her girlfriends in school, 


but more and more baye were becoming — 
automatically attracted to Cherry, to her 
dark good-looks, her graceful walk. 

In December she went to New York with 
her father to meet his new fiancee, Helen 
DeMaree. Lana, who, a few months before, 
had viewed Steve’s announcement that he 
was going to marry again with real fear— 
afraid it might be part of a plan to con- 
vince the court he could provide a real 
home for Cherry—no longer protested 
against her going. She helped her choose 
new clothes. She even met Helen when she 
brought Cherry home, and thanked her 
for “being so good to my little girl.” 

Then, after they drove to Cherry’s 
grandmother’s house Lana took time to 
admire the scrapbook of clippings Cherry 
had made from the trip; the photographs 
and menus. And they laughed together 
over the gossip column items that hinted 
Steve Crane was so attentive to his daugh- 
ter that his fiancee was probably jealous. 
For the first time in nearly a year, she 
and Cherry were able to be together with- 
out strain, without guilt, with a return of 
the wonderful closeness they used to share. 
For Lana, work and quiet and old friends 
had healed her own heart—but seeing that 
her daughter was happy, too, was begin- 
ning to bring back real joy to her life. 

Then, that day, when Cherry called 
Lana to suggest that she go to dinner 
with Grandmother and herself at the 
Luau, Lana didn’t even hesitate. The 
Luau belonged to Steve Crane—a few 
months ago she would have starved to 
death before eating in there. There were 
usually reporters around on the lookout 
for celebrities—a few months ago she 
would have avoided being seen by them, 
would have protested violently against 
publicity for Cheryl. But now—‘Sure,” 
she told her daughter cheerfully. “You 
want to pick me up or shall I come by for 
VOU a 

But Lana had expected a quiet dinner 
for three—not this wonderful surprise. 

The waiters handed round rum drinks, 
served in hollowed out pineapples, and 
brought a glass of milk for Cheryl. And 
as they were being served one waiter 
slipped a large box, wrapped in colorful 
palm-tree patterned paper, under Cheryl’s 
chair. Then, just as Fred May was about 
to stand and make a toast, Cheryl whipped 
the box from under the chair and placed 
it in front of her mother. Lana gasped. 

“It’s for you—Mother. Open it.” 

“Quiet, everyone,” called Fred. 

And they all watched Lana unwrap the 
paper, unclasp the box and draw out an 
Hawaiian hat, gaily decorated with bril- 
liant tropical flowers. “Oh... Cherry... 
honey .. . !” she cried. 

“There’s a note too, Mother,” said Cheryl, 
peering into the box. Lana found it tucked 
in a corner of the hat, and after she had 
slipped the small card out of the surprise 
gift, her eyes filled with tears as she read: 
“To my mother ... Thank you for every- 
thing—Cheryl.” 

Fred lifted his drink. “To Lana,” he said, 
holding it high. “And our charming host- 
ess,” he added, turning to Cheryl. 

“To Lana and Cherry,’ chanted the 
others. And they drank. 

The dishes were taken away, the des- 
serts arrived, and the coffee. And then 
Lana noticed her daughter looking at her 
watch and heard someone remark, “Cur- 
few time, huh, Cherry?” 

And she saw her daughter nod. “I have 
school tomorrow, you know,” Chery] said. 
This time there was pride in her voice as 
she said it. The pride of a girl who had 
found the place where she belongs at last. 

Down the table, Lana’s eyes met 
Cherry’s, and the look they exchanged was 
one of love and understanding. THE END 
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chubby, their first daughter, Kelly, all 
huddled in a heap on the bed. In the dawn 
shadows, he could see a sleepy smile of 
contentment on her face. 

The sobs choked him again, but he 
walked into the second nursery where 
Jamie lay curled up in a white, rosebud- 
trimmed crib. Jamie all pink and 
beautiful, only five months old, born dur- 
ing the week of Thanksgiving, seven days 
after his father had died so suddenly. 

In his throat a dry, throbbing lump made 
it hard for him to swallow, and he went 
downstairs for some orange juice. But he 
didn’t drink it. He didn’t want anything; 
yet he wanted something . . . some com- 
fort, some understanding from God. What 
would silence the weeping in his heart? 

I must go off all alone, he told himself, 
to the little place Janet and I found, the 
hideaway in the hills only a few miles 
away, the quiet glen with the tall trees 
and the big boulder rocks. I’ll sit there, 
Tony told himself. And cry . and try 
with all my heart ... to talk with God. 

Tony wrote Janet a note in the kitchen. 
Going for a drive. Be back soon. 

Sobbing, he went to his car, asking God 
to help him, asking God “Why? Why did 
my father have to die?” 

But in his heart, deep down, Tony knew 
death wasn’t easy for anyone. Death, with 
all its finality, was the hardest thing in 
the world for anyone to understand. 


itting there in the chilly glen, Tony 

drew deeply from his cigarette. 

There was no one here. He was 
alone. Blackbirds rustled through the 
treetops, their forlorn calls like echoes in 
the April wind. Sitting there on the cold 
rock, with the heavy ache of death tight 
in his throat, Tony peered up through the 
dark branches of the trees—their thin, 
spidery twigs looking like pencil strokes 
across the morning sky, and he asked the 
Lord for help, for comfort. What was he 
to do? For four months now his father 
had been dead; and all the wishing and 
hoping and praying couldn’t bring him 
back. He was dead, buried in this red- 
brown California earth, entombed in the 
blackness of a narrow coffin—no longer 
breathing, no longer able to smile and say, 
“My boy, take it easy. Don’t take every- 
thing so hard. Give yourself time!” 

He had been a short, dark-haired man 
with warm brown eyes, a thick nose and 
a kind, patient smile. Never demanding. 
Never harsh. Yet he’d always managed to 
make himself firmly understood. 

There was a day, a lazy afternoon dur- 
ing a summer of long ago, when Tony—he 
was Bernie Schwartz then—was bored and 
hankering for a piece of candy. That was 
the day he stole a licorice stick from the 
corner candy store in New York. How old 
was he? Nine or ten. Tony remembered 
that the old, bent storekeeper hadn’t been 
looking; he had been busy frying frank- 
furters on the grill. Tony’s mouth wa- 
tered for some licorice, but he didn’t have 
a penny. So, making sure the old man 
wasn't looking, he snatched a stick from 
the counter. 

Those were the poor, starving days of 
the depression, the days when Tony and 
his mom and dad and brother would move 
from apartment to apartment because they 
couldn’t pay the rent. Then, that year, 
they moved into a condemned building, all 
boarded up with wooden planks scribbled 
with swear words. No one was really al- 
lowed to live there. But his father fixed 
up the front for his tailor work, and 
Tony’s mom fixed up the back into a com- 


fortable room for all of them to live in. 

That day, when Tony went home to 
their condemned rooms chewing his lico- 
rice stick, his father was sitting in the 
front room, sewing a pair of trousers, a 
yellow tape measure hanging around his 
neck. Tony stood in the doorway, looking 
at his father working with his patterns, a 
needle and scissors. His father glanced up, 
smiled, then continued with his work. 

Greedily, Tony took another bite from 
his licorice stick and chewed it loudly. 

“What tastes so good, my boy?” his fa- 
ther asked, not looking up. 

“Licorice,” Tony mumbled between 
chews. 

“Candy?” his father asked softly. 

“Uh-huh,” Tony said. 

“Where'd you get it?” 

“Over ...over...” Tony said, a little 
wary, “over at the candy store.” 

“At the candy store?” his father re- 


peated. Then, he stopped working and 
looked up. “But who gave you the 
money... ?” 


Tony shivered. “I Tee eo. ony, 
couldn’t answer him. 

“Tell me,” his father said gently but 
emphatically. “How did you get it?” 

“I. ..I1...I1 found it on the street,” 
Tony said, turning away from his father’s 
staring eyes. 

“My son,” his father said. “Look me in 


the eyes and tell me that.” 


Then Tony, frightened and nervous, 
blurted out, “I. ..I stole it. I wanted it 
so much!” 


“Who taught you to steal?” his father 
asked. 

“Nobody,” Tony said. “I just took it. I 
was hungry, and I wanted a _ licorice 
stick.” 

“Then why didn’t you come and ask me 
for a penny?” his father said. 

“Because you don’t have it. 
give me any money. You can’t. 
you can’t because we’re poor!” 
yelled. 

His father looked Tony directly in the 
eyes, then said, “Come. Come with me.” 
He took Tony to the candy store and told 
the candy store man his son had stolen a 
licorice stick. “Here is the penny for it,” 
he said, and Tony’s father placed a tar- 
nished coin on the marble counter. 

“Tf ever,” Tony’s father told the white- 
haired storekeeper, “my son steals any- 
thing again, I want you to let me know!” 

They started walking home in the wan- 
ing light of the afternoon, and Tony was 
embarrassed, ashamed of himself. “Why 

why did you bring me back like 
that ?” Tony said. “You made me 
feel so funny.” 

“Because I wanted to disgrace you,” his 
father said softly. ‘You ought to be 
ashamed of yourself for stealing.” Then, 
outside their home, his father took him by 
the shoulder and said, “Our name is 
Schwartz. It’s our family name, and I 
don’t want it ruined by you or your broth- 
er. We may be poor, but we’re honest. 
And the next time you do this I won’t be 
so easy with you. The next time, my son 
...’ but he never finished his sentence. 

They walked into the back room where 
his mother had prepared a dinner of 
boiled potatoes and salami. His father 
never mentioned the incident again— 
never told his mother or anyone. 

And Tony never stole again. 


You never 
I know 
Tony 


ony rubbed his cigarette butt in the 

moist earth and flicked it past a tall 

tree trunk. The sun rose in the white 
April sky, a strange, cold ghost of a sun. 
God, Tony’s heart cried out, help me... 
help me understand this mystery of life 
and death. 

Sobbing spasmodically, Tony | recalled 
the day when he came home from school, 
his nose bleeding, his stomach hurting 
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OF INTEREST TO WOMEN (P W-May’59) 


FREE WEDDING CATALOG! Everything for the Wedding, 
Reception! Invitations, Gifts for bridal party, Table decora- 
tions, Trousseau items. Unusual, exciting personalized items. 
Write: Elaine Creations. Box 824, Dept. 319, Chicago 42, 
$500 FOR YOUR Child’s Picture (All Ages). Hundreds used 
yearly. Send one small picture. Returned with report and 
testimonials. Print child’s parents’ name, address on back. 
Spotlite, 8344 Beverly P5, Hollywood, California. a 
BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—1TO $5.00 hour demonstrat- 
ing Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For 
free samples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 1695C, Glen- 
dale, California. 
HOMEWORKERS WANTED PAINTING Novelties, No 
Selling. Experience unnecessary. Noveltex Industries, 20-A 
West Jackson Blvd., Chicago 4, Illinois. zh 
HOMEWORKERS: ASSEMBLE HANDLACED Precut moc- 
casins and handbags. Good earnings. California Handicrafts, 
Los Angeles 46-B, California. 
$15.00 THOUSAND PREPARING envelopes, postcards, 
home—longhand, typewriter. Particulars free. G. Economy, 
Box 2580, Greensboro, N.C. 
$500 FOR YOUR Child’s Photo. Rush Photo For Approval. 
Returned. Ad-Photos, 6087-YE Sunset, Hollywood 28, Calif. 
$200 MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewing Babywear! No house 
selling. Free information. Send name to Cuties, Warsaw 1, Ind. 
HOMEWORKERS: SEW BABYWEAR for stores. Machine 
unnecessary. Clara, Box 44637-A, Los Angeles 44, California. 
MAKE MONEY AT home assembling our items. Experience 
unnecessary. Elko Ind., 466 S. Robertson, Los Angeles 48, Cal. 
SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time. Easy, 
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 3, Ark. 
EARN CASH PREPARING, mailing postcards. Write: Home- 
craft, Box 62085-A, Los Angeles 62, California. 
EARN SPARETIME CASH Mailing Advertising Literature. 
Glenway, Box 6568, Cleveland 1, Ohio. 
MAKE MONEY CLIPPING Newspaper Items! Newscraft, 
PW-983-E. Main, Columbus 5, Ohio. 
START HOME CANDY Kitchen! Interesting—Profitable. In- 
formation Free. Sherwoode, 200 Summer, Boston 10-W, 
Massachusetts. 
LADIES—EARN $60 weekly at home. No selling. Dignified 
work. Opportunities, Box 8057, Fort Worth, Texas. 
$25.00 WEEKLY MAKING Roses, Orchids, Easy! Write, 
Boycan, Sharon 76, Pa. 

BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 


WE PAY $3.50 Ib. dried. Grow Mushrooms. Cellar, shed and 
outdoors. Spare, full time, year round. We pay $3.50 Ib. Free 
Boole Mushrooms, Dept. 320. 2954 Admiral Way, Seattle, 
ash. 

$3.00 HOURLY POSSIBLE assembling pump lamps Spare 
Time, Simple. Easy. No canvassing. Write: Ougor, Ca!dwell 
1, Arkansas, peSe2 : 
MAKE MONEY WRITING short paragraphs. Information 
free. Barrett, Dept. C-134-E, 7464 No. Clark, Chicago 26. 
EARN EXTRA CASH! Prepare Advertising Postcards. Lang- 
dons, Box 41107PW, Los Angeles 41, California. 


COMPLETE YOUR HIGH School at home in spare time with 
62-year-old school. Texts furnished. No classes. Diploma. 
Information booklet free. American School, Dept. X574 
Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37, Illinois. 

FINISH HIGH SCHOOL at home, spare time. No classes. 
Diploma awarded. Write for Free catalog. Wayne School, 
Catalog HCH-61, 2527 Sheffield, Chicago 14. 

HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers. 
Aoproved materials. Southern States Academy, Station E-1, 


Atlanta, Georgia. 
LOANS BY MAIL 


BORROW $50 TO $500 for any purpose. Employed men and 
women eligible. American Loan Plan, City National Blda., 
Dept. WD-5, Omaha 2, Nebraska. 

BORROW By Mail. $100-$600 Anywhere. Air Mail Service. 
Postal Finance, 200 Keeline Building, Dept. 63-H, Omaha 2, 


Nebraska, 

AGENTS & HELP WANTED ee 
EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches. 
Free sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. WP-59; Chicago 
32, Illinois. = 
60% PROFIT COSMETICS. $25 day up. Hire others. Samples, 
details. Studio Girl-Hollywood, Glendale, Calif. Dept. 1695H. 

FOREIGN & U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS 

AMERICAN OVERSEAS JOBS. High Pay, Men, Women. 
Transportation Paid. Free_Information. Write: Transworld, 
Dept. 14B, 200 West 34th St. New York 1. \ 
JOBS—HIGH PAY; USA, So. America, The Islands, All 
trades. Many companies nay fare. Write Dept. 71B, National 
Employment Information, 1020 Broad, Newark, N.J. 


STAMP COLLECTING 

GIGANTIC COLLECTION FREE—Includes  Triangles— 
Early. United States—Animals—Commemoratives—British 
Colonies—High Value Pictorials, etc. Complete Collection plus 
Big Illustrated Magazine all Free. Send 5c for postage, Grav 
Stamp Co., Dept. PC, Toronto, Canada. | 

PERSONAL & MISCELLANEOUS 
FREE WRITERS CATALOGUE giving manuscript markets. 
Write, Literary Agent Mead, 915 Broadway, N. Y. 10. 

BOOKS & PERIODICALS 

10 BOOKS $1.01. Interesting mail 20 cents. Persil, 436 N. Y. 
Ave., Brooklyn 25, N. Y. 


SHORTHAND 'S 


Famous SPEEDWRITING shorthand. 
120 words per minute. No symbols, no 
machines; uses ABC’s. Easiest to 
learn, write and transcribe. Low cost. 
500,000 taught at home or through 
classroom instruction. For business and Civil Serv- 
ice. Typing available. 36th year. Schools in over 400 
cities in U. S., Canada, Cuba, and Hawaii. Write 
for FREE booklet to: © 1959 
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INITIAL and FRIENDSHIP RING 


STYLE YOUR OWN RING—order this new, swirling beauty 
with your own initials . . . OR with your initials on one 
tier and his on the other. . . OR with your first name and 
his first name. 


It’s the newest thing in the newest jewelry style! Either 
gold or silver plate. They're engraved in beautiful script... 
designed to make fingers and hands look gracefully beautiful. 
Get them for all your friends with their initials. A great 
gift idea. 


Only $1 per ring (plus 25¢ handling). Sorry, no C.0.D.’s 


WORLD WIDE, Dept. ID, OSSINING, New York 


High School Course 


Melua Many Finish in 2 Years 


Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Equivalent to resi- 
dent school work—prepares for college entrance exams. Standard 
H. S. texts supplied. Diploma awarded. Credit for H. S. subjects 
completed. Single subiects if desired. Ask for Free Bulletin. 

American School, Dept. H553, Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37 


FOR YOUR 


for children’s photos, all ages, if se- 
lected for advertising, etc. Hundreds 


(| approval. Print child’s, mother’s name, 
©, address on back. Returned promptly. 
‘| ADVERTISERS PHOTOS FREE service. 

6000-HE Sunset, Hollywood 28, Calif. 


SECONDARY TO KIDNEY IRRITATION 


If worried by ‘‘Bladder Weakness” (Getting Up 
Nights or Bed Wetting, too frequent, burning or 
itching urination), Secondary Backache and Ner- 
vousness, or Strong Smelling, Cloudy Urine, due to 
common Kidney and Bladder Irritations, try CYS- 
TEX for quick help. Safe for young and old. Ask 
druggist for CYSTEX. See how fast you improve. 


Keep Unwanted Hair A Secret 


with Creme Bleach 


JOLEN CREME BLEACH, a new medically RB’) 
approved cosmetic . . . softens and 
lightens dark facial hair to blend 

with skin tones; cremes it blonde 
simply... safely... effectively. Jolen 
is wonderful for arms and legs too! Sold only thru the 
mail with a money-back guarantee. Send Two Dollars. 


as 


JOLEN INC., Box 204, Dept. P-1, Arlington 74, Mass. 


ENJOY STEADY PAY EVERY DAY AS A 


} 
Enjoy security, independence and freedom \ L yas 
from money worries. Earn up to $65.00 a week Ae 
in good times or bad as a Practical Nurse. ~ 
LEARN AT HOME 
IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 


Age, education not important—in a few 
short weeks you should be able to accept 
your first case. Mail coupon today. 


=, 


(Web cathe aie TMRCLLyERETC TTaT T (] 
Post GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING : 
t Room 9F59 —131 S. Wabash Avenue, Chicago 3, Illinois 1 
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i | 
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from the fight he’d had with the new boy 
who came to town. The blond kid was 
tall, heavily built, and he talked out of the 
side of his mouth. 

After school, Tony had been speaking 
with a couple of his friends about playing 
a game of volley ball in the gym. The 
new boy had been standing in the hallway 
listening to them taunt Tony about volley 
ball being a sissy’s game. Then, pointing 
to Tony, he said, “You. You over there. Is 
it true you’re a Jew boy?” 

Tony didn’t answer him. 

“What’s the matter?” the new kid con- 
tinued in a surly voice. “Where I come 
from those are fighting words! Or are you 
yellow? Maybe the little Jew boy’s afraid 
to fight!” 

“T’m an American,” Tony said. “I was 
born here. In this city. So go pick a fight 
elsewhere!” 

“Don’t tell me what to do,” he screamed. 
And he swung out at Tony, hitting him on 


the jaw. Tony was stunned. The new 
kid hit out again. 
“Come on, Tony,” the other fellows 


yelled, egging him on. “Don’t let him 
get away with it. Fight him!” 

Tony lunged at the new kid with tight, 
trembling fists. 

“He called me a Jew,” Tony told his 
dad that night. “He said I was a sissy Jew.” 

Tony’s mother washed his face with a 
damp washcloth. She said soothingly, 
“Don’t let someone like that scare you! He’s 
so stupid he’s not worth fighting with!” 

“But I had to fight him,” Tony said. 
“He said all these terrible things. He had 
it in for me. And the other guys rooted 
for me. They wanted me to win. But I 
lost.” 

Tony’s dad sat across the oilcloth-cov- 
ered kitchen table from Tony. “You are 
a Jew,” he said, “and you have nothing 
to be ashamed of. 
deep roots. We are good, God-fearing 
people. We—our ancestors—have given 
the world the Bible. We believe in the 
word of God. Why should we throw away 
something that has given us a way of life 
rich in beauty and love for our fellow 
man? Look at Moses and David and 
Solomon! Aren’t you proud of them? 
Their blood has come down into you!” 

“But what is a Jew?” Tony asked, lean- 
ing across the table and looking into his 
father’s tired, lined face. 

“A Jew is like any man,” he said. “He 
is a human being with a heart, someone 
with feelings, someone who wants to love 
and be loved—just like anyone else. A 
Jew’s no different than a Greek or an 
Italian or the Polish man who runs the 
butcher’s shop across the street. And 
yet each man is different for what he is. 
Wouldn’t it be a dull world if everybody 
was the same?” 

His mother, standing beside his father, 
cried. Dabbing at her eyes with a hand- 
kerchief, she said, “Manny . . . oh, Manny 
... that was beautiful!” 

Then she lighted a fire under the kettle 
on the big iron stove, and they all sat 
around the covered table in the warm 
kitchen and drank tea. 

Tony, after he had had his tea, went 
over to his father and put his arm around 
him and said, “Dad ...I...I love you,” 
and he hugged him. Then, he ran into 
the bedroom, a little ashamed for being 
so full of love, for being so proud of his 
father who, even if he were only a tailor, 
seemed to know so much... 


his is what I must teach my children, 
Tony told himself as he sat on the wide 
rock in the shadowy glen. They must 
never be afraid of what they are... or 
ashamed of it. And they must know I 
am not ashamed, that I am proud to be 
my father’s first born in America. . . . 
Tony lighted another cigarette, inhaling 


Your heritage has_ 


iN” he Et. 
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its heat, and he remembered the day of 
his Bar Mitzvah, his formal coming of 
age when he was in his early teens. After 
a Jewish boy is Bar Mitzvahed, he is con- 
sidered a man. His father made him a 
green checked suit to wear on this event- 
ful day, and Tony memorized long solemn 
prayers. He recited them at the Temple 
on his Bar Mitzvah day. 

“My boy,” his father said afterward, 
kissing him on the cheek, “you are now 
a man!” And all the apple-cheeked 
aunts and dark-eyed uncles came to visit 
and feast on chicken and dumplings, 
briny pickles and black olives. They gave 
him gifts—fountain pens and neckties and 
a pigskin football which he wanted more 
than anything in the world. 

Later his father took him aside and said, 
“See how beautiful this is. This is what 
makes me happy, all of us being together 
as a family, all of us holding on to our 
customs and loving each other. This is all 
I ask from life. To see us together. 

“Maybe you don’t understand this now,” 
his father said, “but the day will come 
when you will, when you have a family of 
your own. Tonight, my son,” he added, 
“we will say our prayers together. Tonight 
you are a man!” 

This richness of life, this love of family 
... his father had given it to him. Didn’t 
he and Janet celebrate birthdays and an- 
niversaries and holy days? This was liv- 
me Hes and loving together until the end 
of life. 


ow the end had come. It had come for 
Emanuel Schwartz, buried deep in 
dark cemetery soil. 

Sitting on the cold stone in the quiet 
glen, Tony put his hands up to his face 
and prayed silently to God. He thanked 
Him for these moments, these memories of 
tenderness, of understanding, of love. 

Yes, God, I must teach these things to 
my children. I must teach them gentleness 
and patience, a kindness for strangers, and 
the beauty in family ritual. Rising, Tony 
looked up to the ghostly morning sky, and 
the sobs quickened in his throat. Tony, 
hoping tears would come—all the tears 
he had held in his heart through all these 
months, stepped into his car and drove to 
the cemetery where Emmanuel Schwartz 
was buried. He walked to the new grave, 
the dapple of white sunlight gilding the 
spaded mounds of earth. 

As long as his spirit lives on in me, 
Tony told himself, he can never die. And 
I will pass on his spirit into the hearts of 
my loved ones, and they in turn will pass 
it on. 

Oh, Father, Tony’s heart cried out, if 
only, if only you could have lived to see 
our baby Jamie... ! 

Finally, the tears that had been held 
back for days, the tears that ached for 
months to be released, the tears that 
gripped his heart from the moment he 
heard of his father’s unexpected heart 
attack welled up in him, and he began to 
cry softly, whimpering at first like an 
animal. The hot tears streamed down his 
cheeks, and Tony closed his eyes and 
he knew that for a moment, fleeting and 
rending, he had made a peace with death. 
Like a sudden falling star, a flash, pinprick 
in the sky, there was a burst of light with- 
in his heart, a divine radiance from God. 

Crying, Tony bowed his head and whis- 
pered a soft prayer over his father’s 
grave, the prayer he remembered from 
the days of his Bar Mitzvah. Then, with 
the burning tears falling down his cheeks, 
he stepped into his car and drove home. 

—EVAN MICHAELS 


JANET AND TONY ARE IN U-I’S “THE PERFECT 
FURLOUGH.” TONY’S LATEST ARE U-I’S “OPERA- 
TION PETTICOAT” AND U-A’S “SOME LIKE IT 
HOT.” 


XS ost tin ea 


Okay! We April Fooled you, on page 38. 


Now here’s a true story about Elvis. 


He was one of the nicest guys I ever knew, 


but El was always getting in trouble .. . 


ELVIS 
WAS MY BUDDY 
IN THE ARMY 


by MARV SCHNUR, 


formerly 


guess we were all pretty curious to 

find out what it would be like having 

Elvis on base—whether he’d have a 
private room, whether he’d arrive in a 
chauffeur-driven Cadillac, whether he’d 
be greeted by the divisional commander 
and have special privileges. And I guess if 
we'd been told the President himself were 
arriving, it couldn’t have created a greater 
stir among the fellas. 

Oh—sure, to have these sort of privi- 
leges did seem far-fetched, but we'd all 
heard so many outlandish stories about 
what happened to celebrities when they 
became soldiers that we were expecting 
just about anything. 

And in many ways we weren't disap- 
pointed 

I remember the day. he arrived. I’d been 
working in one of the offices when sud- 
denly I heard a lot of screaming and 
shouting. I looked out of the window and 
sure enough, there was Elvis. At that 
point I couldn’t actually see him, but by 
the hollering of the teenagers who were 
jumping up and down by the bus as it 
rolled past them into the base, I knew it 
could hardly be anyone else—and we all 
knew to expect him that day. 

There were cameras, radio and TV an- 
nouncers, newsreels, and I guess all of us 
would have liked to have stood around 
watching if we hadn’t felt it was rather 
stupid to stare awestruck at a guy who, 
after all, was just another trooper. 

No Cadillac, that was evident, or an offi- 
cial reception, but we were all curious to 
know what his duties would be and some 
fellas, who hadn’t been too lucky them- 
selves when they first arrived, took a sour 
grapes attitude even in the fun. “He won’t 
get KP,” said one. “Doubt if they’ll even 
let him get his uniform dirty in case Uncle 
Sam’s army won’t look neat and tidy,” 
grumbled another. 

“Cut it out,” I told them. 
him a chance.” 

Elvis looked a little bewildered as he 
got down from the bus and was ushered 
past us with the rest of his company. He 
was in the Second Armored Division, like 
me, and I’d been told he was going to be 
a truck driver with us. He seemed a nice 
enough guy and certainly not out to make 
a show of himself, you could tell that by 
watching him even for a few minutes. 
When he got down from that bus he could 
have easily taken advantage of the situa- 
tion to draw attention, but instead, he fell 
into line like the rest. 

Those first few weeks I didn’t see much 
of Elvis as he’d been assigned to another 
part of base and was out on exercises most 


“At least give 


of the Second Armored Division 


of the time. Yes, they were letting him 
make full use of his Uncle Sam suit. 
Then one day, I’m pretty sure it was a 


Sunday morning, I’d gone to the snack bar | 
to get some coffee when I noticed a large | | 


line-up at one of the tables—almost half- 
way across the room, in fact. I didn’t 
know at first who it was and then a buddy 
of mine said, “Say—isn’t that Elvis?” 


But the boys at our table weren’t really | — 


taking much notice of him. They’d been 
the ones who’d taken the stand that he 
was just another GI like anyone else. 

We must have sat around laughing and 
joking until almost eleven o’clock—it had 
been about nine-thirty when we'd first 
come in—and all that time Elvis was writ- 
ing out autographs on napkins and pieces 
of paper guys were handing him, writing 
without a break. I think they were ask- 
ing out of curiosity more than anything 
else. 

I must admit I was curious to meet Elvis 
and had been admiring his patience 
through all the fuss. I had a niece back 
home who’d been asking me for weeks to 
get Elvis’ autograph for her so I figured 
this was as good a moment as any—though 
I felt pretty stupid asking for it. 

I fumbled in my pockets and found a 
calling card which seemed pretty suitable 
and, stubbing out a cigarette, I got up 
from the table and walked across the room 
towards Elvis. He had his head bent over 
and was writing away a mile a minute. I 
said, “Gee—you’ve a lot of patience,” and 
he grinned and said, “It’s something for 
their sisters back home. If it makes them 
happy, why not?” 

I put my calling card on the table. “Like 
me to say anything special on it?” he 
asked. 

“No—just write your name. 
that’s all she wants,” I said. 
thought for a moment and added, 
you might just say ‘To Linda.” 

“OK,” he said and flourished his signa- 
ture across the card. 

As I walked over to my table I looked 
back and noticed that he was writing so 
fast that the ink from his ballpoint pen 
kept drying up and he had to keep shak- 
ing it to keep the ink going. From time to 
time, he would stop and stretch his arm 
and then continue with the autographs. 

“I don’t envy a guy who spends his Sun- 
days that way,” I told the boys when I 
got back to the table. 

“Well—it’s better than shining boots,” 


I think 
Then I 
Oh 


quipped one whose boots never seemed | 


clean no matter how many times he pol- 
ished them. 
And we all got up and left Elvis alone. 
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PiN-O 
Coated elastic band 


WON'T TANGLE 
ten OR TEAR! 


No more ugly rubber bands 
to pinch, pull or twist your 
hair! Pony Pin-Up coated 
elastic band slips on and 
off easily and painlessly... 
fastens securely... holds 
and molds contour of 

your pony tail. 


For all ages! Six smart 
styles—plain or ornamented. 
Prices start at 4 for 29¢ at 
variety, drug, food, depart- 
ment store or beauty shop. 


“made of coated 
elastic band 


Write for illustrated booklet, “18 Ways to 
Set Pony aL. Send eae to: Le Ellen, 


52. Monuments Markers=Direct to you 
Satisfaction or money back — Lowest 
Prices— Freight Paid. Free Catalog. 
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7GUARANTEED to remove 
Y UNWANTED HAIR 
2 MORE COMPLETELY and 
MORE LASTING than any 


cream hair remover or razor, or 


yor MONEY BACK 
Originally $5., Now $1.10. At cosmetic 


counters or send $1.10 to Box 5-T 
JORDEAU INC. SOUTH ORANGE, N.J. 


‘REE HOLLYWOOD 
PRE A LARGEMENT 
\e/: Your favorite Photo 


From Famous Hollywood Film Studios 
\ Just to get acquainted, we will 
, make you a beautiful 5x7 silver- 


«\ tone portrait enlargement of any 
si} snapshct, photo or negative. Be 
sure to include color of hair, 
eyes and clothing and get our 
bargain offer for having your 
enlargement beautifully hand- 
2 colored in oil and mounted in a 
handsome frame. Limit 2. En- 
close 10¢ tor “handling and mailing each enlarge- 
ment. Originals returned. We will pay $100.00 for 
children’s or adult pictures used in our advertising. 


Act NOW! U.S.A. oniy. 


HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS, Dept. F-571 
7021 Santa Monica Blvd., Hollywood 38, Calif. 
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New Home Shampoo for 
Blondes — with ANDIUM 


To help keep blonde hair from growing dark or faded 
use BLONDEX, the new shampoo that contains ANDIUM 
for extra lightness and SHINE. Made at home, fresh as 
you need it, BLONDEX instantly removes dingy film that 
makes hair dark. Washes hair shades lighter, gives it 
lovely lustre. Takes only 11 minutes! Safe for children. Get 
BLONDEX today at any 10¢, drug or toilet goods counter 


© 00000000000 000000008000808 
Amazing Opportunity To 
Earn Spare-Time Cash! 


Rush name and address today for FREE money- 
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Subscription Agents Division 
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5500 FOR PHOTOS 


* OFTEN MUCH MORE for your child’s photo 
when used for advertising (magazines, 
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© Rush one small black & white photo — 
-returned 2 weeks with judges’ report. 
FREE GIFTS! 


fs NATIONAL PHOTO EXHIBITORS 
€ © Box 3035-TD North Hollywood, Calif. 
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Even If You Don't Know 
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learn any _ instru- 5 


ment. No boring ex- Se oe 
ercises. Start playing BRE 


real pieces by notes 
right away. Amazing 
progress a home, in spare 
per lesson. 1,000,000 students. Write for FREE BOOK, 
U. S. School of Music, Studio A20S, Port Washington, 
N. Y. No salesman will call. (Our 61st successful year) 


time. No teacher. Few cents 


mounted on 
8x10 panel 
embossed 


ETCHCRAFT 


with order for 


wallet $ 

photos SALON 
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25 embossed, deep-sunk, panel-edge wallet photos 21/2 
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POSTPAID for only $1.25. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
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Foot Relief 


Quick-Acting, Extra Soft, 
Cushioning Foot Plaster 


To speedily relieve painful 
corns, sore toes, callouses, bun- 
ions, tender spots, burning on 
bottom of feet—use Dr. Scholl’s 
Kurotex. You cut 
this soothing, cush- 
ioning, flesh color, 
superior moleskin 
to any sizeor shape 
and apply. At Drug, 
Shoe, Department, 
5-10¢ stores. 


was on guard duty, a few days later, 

when I next saw Elvis. I happened to 

be talking with the officer of the day, 
who'd come up to give me some orders, 
when we heard a lot of commotion. 

We turned to look along the road. A 
battalion was returning from training ex- 
ercises, and at the back of the long file of 
men we could hear screaming and shout- 
ing. 
“Must be Elvis,” I said to the officer. 
We'd already all become quite used to the 
fuss caused anytime Elvis was around— 
particularly outside of camp where the 
teenagers could get near to him. 

Sure enough, up the road, looking hot 
and dusty from a day in the fields, came 
a tired, dishevelled Elvis. 

Kids were screaming, “There’s Elvis 
with a rifle!” And others, “There’s Elvis 
with a pack!” If I’d been Elvis I think I 
might have been a little mad. Because 
you feel kinda grouchy after a tough day. 

But he marched coolly along in line, 
hardly even turning his head. Then, as 
he passed us by, I heard him say to one of 
the M.P.’s walking by his side, “Gee—I’m 
glad to be back in base.” 

“You know,” the officer of the day re- 
marked to me as Elvis disappeared into 
the barracks, “he’s really a good soldier. 
I was out with him on rifle practice the 
other day and he sure was a good marks- 
man—better than average I’d say. And I 
sure was surprised to hear a_ barracks 
buddy of his say he acted ‘just like a man 
who'd inherited a million’ when they gave 
him his ‘Hell on Wheels’ insignia. Seemed 
kind of strange coming from a celebrity.” 

“Maybe he’s afraid they might resent 
him,” I suggested. “So he tries to be es- 
pecially humble.” 

“Maybe .. .” the officer looked thought- 
fully out into the dusk, shrugged his 
shoulders, gave me a friendly slap on the 
back, and then walked off. 

There was an odd mixture of resent- 


ment and real sincere gratitude when the > 


word got around that Elvis was giving 
several thousand dollars for the re-fur- 
nishing of the day room. The day room 
is the company’s recreation room where 
they can relax, maybe play a game of pool 
or watch TV. 

I was pleased—particularly because I’d 
heard that among the new furniture was 
going to be a twenty-one-inch TV set. 
And the old set was always going wrong 
at just the worst moments! 

Well, when the day finally arrived for 
its completion, I think we were all de- 
lighted. There was a new coat of paint, 
re-upholstered sofas and comfortable 
armchairs; a new pool and ping-pong 
table and—yes, the twenty-one-inch TV. 

“How can you get mad with a fella who 
does a thing like that?” I remember re- 
marking to one of my buddies. 

“Yeah—and he certainly does bring some 
new life to the camp,” he admitted. 

But the real excitement was still to 
come ... the time when we all went into 
town and Elvis got caught speeding on the 
way back .. . and then the time when he 
had the new NCO’s club in an uproar. 


hat time in town, Elvis, myself, and a 

few other fellows, had gotten passes 

and Elvis had his new, brilliant red 
Lincoln convertible with him. We got 
separated, however, when we reached the 
town as I and another guy decided to stop 
for a soda while Elvis and two of his bud- 
dies drove on to somewhere else. 

Well, from what I gathered from Elvis 
and the others the next day, it all hap- 


| pened when they decided to return to 


base. In great spirits they had tumbled 
into the car and gotten into a race with 
another auto. Elvis had put his foot down 
on the gas and really drove, until they all 
heard the sound of sirens. 


vy Nee 

That meant two Saturdays 
school for Elvis. Driving school was the 
regulation base punishment for anyone 
who had a driving violation, whether on 
or off duty. And I guess it wasn’t a too 
good a thing to happen to someone whose 
actual job it was to drive for the Army. 

Anyway, Elvis went along to the school 
and had his lessons. But I wondered if 
they’d had any effect, because I remember 
something red flashing past me at very 
high speed on the road out of our camp 
some weeks later—and it looked very 
much like a Lincoln convertible. 

The trouble at the NCO’s club was 
around the same time. Everyone wanted 
to get in there and I was fortunate be- 
cause my rank was a Specialist Four and 
that entitled me to belong. 

But Elvis was still a private. Anyway, 
one particular Saturday we’d all heard 
that a band was coming down to play and 
that Elvis used to sing with them. He was 
very eager to see the boys in the band and 
somehow we managed to get the permis- 
sion for him to get into the club that 
night. On Saturdays there was usually a 
dance for the officers and their wives or 
girlfriends, and each week we hired a 
different band. 

I was already in the club—long before 
Elvis arrived. I was sitting in the dining 
room section, just near the door, having a 
bite to eat with a few buddies. Then sud- 
denly the door swung open and Elvis came 
in. He was with some other friends and 
we all said “Hi” and then they went 
through into the bar where the band was 
playing. He told us he was anxious to 
speak with the boys of the band as it had 
been a long time since they’d met. 

We went on eating. Then about five 
minutes later we heard some screaming. 
It didn’t seem like the usual laughing or 
joking that comes from the bar. We got 
up and went through to the next room. 

Well, I don’t know which one of us was 
more surprised. It was as though the 
place had been raided. Chairs and tables 
were upside down, people were on the 
floor. The women were yelling and some 
were even crying. 

Someone pushed me to one side. I 
looked around. It was the head of the 
club room—and he was hanging onto 
Elvis’ arm, dragging him out, screaming, 
“Get out of the way!” I noticed Elvis’ tie 
had been knocked to one side, that his 
sleeve was torn, and his usual calm ex- 
pression had changed to one of fury. 

Then someone else tapped me on the 
arm. I turned around. It was one of 
Elvis’ buddies. 

“What happened?” I yelled, above the 
noise. 

“It’s the girls,’ he screamed back. 
“When they found out Elvis was here they 
made straight for him, practically tearing 
off his clothes trying to get his autograph. 
The manager had to ask him to leave— 
but he couldn’t get away and in the end 
they had to escort him out.” 

Well, after that, there was only one topic 
of conversation in the bar that night... 

I guess, though, in the main, we were all 
pleased to have him on base. I know it 
made my last weeks there far more inter- 
esting. And as I packed my bags and said 
goodbye to my buddies, I couldn't help 
thinking about Elvis—about how I’d miss 
all the fun I’d had being at the same camp 
with him. And as I passed his bright red 
convertible on the way to collect my own 
car from the lot, I couldn’t resist stopping 
to give one of the wheels a friendly kick 
before driving off for the last time. I 
kinda missed having him around when I 
got to my new base. THE END 
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excited cries of the street vendors in the 
market opposite, the angry tones of two 
men arguing hotly in Spanish over the im- 
patient honk of a car trying to get by. 

They’re busy people . happy people. 
And they can... walk. Her mind had to 
fight to form the word and as it did so 
her body tensed itself until she was 
crippled again with an agonizing pain. 

Then, as she lay there, she heard the 
sound of creaking as the door by her side 
opened very very slowly. 

“Entre ...no esta dormiendo,” whispered 
a woman’s voice, as two men, both dark- 
haired and sallow-skinned, walked softly 
into the room. One was clean-shaven while 
the other wore a heavy beard. 

“Audrey, are you feeling better?” asked 
the clean-shaven one in a pleasing Spanish 
tone, as he walked over to her bed. He 
lifted her hand to feel her pulse-beat. 

“Am I going to be able to move, doctor?” 
she asked. 

“Very soon, we hope,” he said, patting 
her hand as he placed it gently back down 
on the blanket. Then he walked towards 
the window where the other man stood 
reading a chart, and they began speaking 
in low tones that she could not make out. 

I’ve seen him somewhere before, she 
thought to herself, as she watched the 
bearded one, and she smiled as she noticed 
him gesticulating with his hands the way 
many Mexicans do as they speak. Isn’t that 
Macaco, Dr. Hernandez’s assistant? Isn’t 
he the one who drove me here in the 
station wagon? 

“..muy mal... la espalda... perman- 
ente ...’ She could only understand a few 
words and yet .. . permanente! Surely it 
could only mean one thing. For a second a 
look of fright came into her eyes and her 
mind began forming horrifying images. 
Then she relaxed again as the doctor 
turned and came back to her bedside while 
Macaco slipped outside carrying stretcher 
equipment which had been stacked in a 
corner. 

She watched him as he crossed the room 
and kept saying to herself, “You must be 
brave. Don’t let him. see you're afraid. 
Ask him now—ask him what’s really 
wrong.’ > Tiny beads of sweat started form- 
ing on her forehead. 

“Doctor,” eA She began slowly, “I want you 
to tell... 

He chain softly, “You must not 
talk. You must rest and then you will be 
better more quickly. Try to sleep and soon 
your husband will be here.” He smiled. 

“He said he’d be here by now .. .” she 
murmured. 

“Don’t worry.” he assured her, speaking 
softly. “He’ll be here, just as soon as he 

n.” The doctor patted her hand again, 
reassuringly. He hadn’t wanted to worry 
her with the news that Mel’s plane had 
been grounded in the north of Mexico 
after running out of gas. Mel had only just 
called to tell him, saying that he would be 
sure to be there by early morning—and 
not to let Audrey know he’d had trouble. 

The doctor looked down at Audrey as 
she lay still. Gently he slipped a ther- 
mometer in her mouth and a few seconds 
later took it out, looked at it, nodded his 
head and shook the instrument. Then 
quietly he left the room, shutting the door 
softly behind him as he went. 


[' was too painful to move, but Audrey 
found that just by the slightest tilting of 

her head she could see almost all the 
way around the room. And from that un- 
comfortable, horizontal position, she first 


rested her gaze on the ceiling—the smooth, 
white-glazed ceiling, then on the brightly- 
colored flower-patterned wallpaper oppo- 
site and finally on the little rose-buds 
which decorated the long-sleeved flannel 
nightgown they had insisted she wear 
against the bitter night cold which swept 
into Durango, the city where she lay, even 
after the hottest summer days. For they 
were high in the mountains. 

She tried to move again. She felt too 
warm. Her fingers searched for the tiny 
electric bell which had been placed near 
her right hand. But as she was about to 
press it she changed her mind. There’s 
obviously nothing they can do, she 
thought. 

She turned her head from side to side, 
feeling as though she had been lying there 
for an eternity. Even the sun had disap- 
peared. She thought back over the hours 
to the early afternoon. And then the morn- 
bates 6) by 6 

Was it only this morning, merely a 
matter of hours ago, that she had awakened 
early, gotten out of bed, in this very room, 
to dress and be ready in time for the station 
wagon to pick her up to go out to the set? 
The same routine as every day for the past 
three weeks, ever since the company had 
come down to Durango on location. 


t six o’clock the driver had called for 

her at the small modern two-story 

home the studio had rented for Au- 
drey. As she climbed into the station wag- 
on she had said hello to Audie Murphy, 
sitting huddled in a corner, who opened 
one eye sleepily in acknowledgement, then 
closed it tightly shut again. 

The driver turned and went on to the 
Casablanca Hotel, about two blocks away, 
to pick up one of the main technicians be- 
fore going on to the Mexico Courts Hotel 
to call for Lillian Gish, Charles Bickford 
and Johnny Saxon. 

The location was about an hour’s drive 
from Durango and they bumped along the 
road that morning at high speed—late, as 
usual. Packed tight inside the station 
wagon they had been a gay crowd, laugh- 
ing as Johnny Saxon mimicked two small 
Mexican boys who had been hanging 
around the set day after day insisting they 
be put into the movie. Even Audie Murphy 
woke up at this point to join in the fun. 

“Took!” cried Lillian Gish as they passed 
wild geese flapping through the air. 

“Say—here comes your favorite village, 
Audrey,” said Johnny, a moment later, as 
the car sped downhill to a remote Mexican- 
Indian settlement. Some Mexican women 
by the roadside waved and they all waved 
back. 

On up the hill climbed the car to a 
chapel which had been built where an 
electric storm had left a cleavage in the 
rock of the mountain that had taken on 
the silhouette of the Virgin Mary. “It gets 
lovelier every day,’ Audrey said softly to 
Lillian Gish, and she nodded in complete 
agreement. 

Then suddenly they were out again in 
more dry open land until there in front of 
them stood the multitude of boxes, huts, 
wires and cameras which made up the set. 

“Your favorite village,’ quipped Audrey 
to Johnny. 

The car pulled up by a mountain, a man- 
made one of steel which scenic men had 
covered with sod and earth and the inside 
of which had been wired as a miniature 
Hollywood stage to use for interiors such 
as the pioneer home where many scenes 
were set. They were shooting a movie of 
the early west, and had chosen Mexico for 
location, because Texas is now covered 
with telegraph poles and railroads which 
would have ruined the outdoor shots. 

“Journey’s end. Return trip at six this 
evening,’ joked the driver as one by one 
they tumbled out of the car. It promised 
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to be like any other day, a day of work. 

And ali through the morning it was. 
Scenes were shot, scenes were re-taken 
and tempers fraved just a little towards 
midday as they often did when the sharp 
Mexican sun beat down upon them from 
a cloudless sky. 

But even under the heat of the noon 
sun Audrey went out at lunch time, in her 
long-skirted Indian girl costume, to prac- 
tice riding bareback on her tall, white 
stallion they called Upa. She was deter- 
mined to ride every scene in the film her- 
self, insisting she did not need a stand-in. 
And not having ridden a horse at all before, 
she needed all the practice she could get. 
So out on the corral, just off the set, she 
rode around and around, for more than 
an hour. 

Then the director, John Huston, called 
for the start of the afternoon’s shooting and 
after being quickly made-up in one of the 
huts, Audrey re-mounted her horse and 
rode out to a spot by the bank of a river 
where she was to wait until the cameras 
were all set. She was alone and riding 
without saddle or bridle. 

Audrey guided her horse into the “ready” 
position and sat waiting for her cue. But 
she puckered her brow questioningly when 
she noticed an unusual amount of confusion 
and running back and forth away over 
where the directors and cameramen stood. 
Suddenly, out from the group, a horseman 
came galloping directly towards her. Upa 
became tense. The other horse neared. Then 
suddenly Upa whinnied and tossed his 
head violently down towards the ground. 


udrey screamed. She had nothing to 

hold onto and slid helplessly forward, 

over his head and down onto the hard 
crusty earth. 

She lay still, unconscious. 

Away back by the cameras, Huston, with 
Burt Lancaster by his side, and almost the 
entire company around them, watched in 
stunned silence. Then Huston and Burt 
rushed forward with three wranglers who 
knew the horses well, shouting to the 
others to keep back. 

“Call the doctor,’ screamed Huston as 
he ran. And a few minutes later up rushed 
Dr. Hernandez, a Mexican physician as- 
signed to the set. 

The doctor knelt down beside her. She 
opened her eyes and tried to move but 
yelled out as a knife-like pain lashed out 
across her back. 

“Lay still,’ he said gently, and turning 
to a man standing behind him, said sharply, 
“A stretcher—quick!” There was an urgent 
tone in his voice. 

“.. Mel... please don’t tell Mel,” she 
murmured. “Don’t tell anyone .. . I want 
to tell Mel. He worries .. . he worries so 
much...” And as she spoke three men 
arrived with a stretcher and gently they 
lifted her onto it. 

“Don’t worry,” Harry Hecht, the pro- 
ducer, assured her. “No one will know 
until you have spoken to your husband. 
That I promise.” 

“". . and everyone, what’s going to hap- 
pen to you all. How long will it be, doctor, 
before I’m well again?” She looked up at 
him. 

“It is your back that seems to be hurt,” 
he said. “And your ankle. But you will be 
up and about again soon, I hope. First we 
must examine the injury and then I can 
tell you.” 

“\.. and tell Mel. I must tell Mel,” she 
murmured again. 

They carried her to the station wagon 
and placed the stretcher in the back. Then 
Dr. Hernandez made a brief examination. 

“Nothing’s wrong, doctor,” she said, try- 
ing to hide her pain. 

“We'll see about that,” he answered, 


Kee his black bag. 


Over Audrey’s head and through the 
window Dr. Hernandez could see John 
Huston, Burt Lancaster and Audie Murphy 
talking earnestly together. 

“He was telling me he believes a verte- 
bra may be fractured, “Huston was telling 
them. “She must be in terrible pain.” 

“Then she’s being darn plucky,’ com- 
mented Audie. “And she shouldn’t keep 
worrying about putting everyone out of 
work for a few weeks.” He took a packet 
of cigarettes out of his pocket and passed 
them around. 

“T hope it will be only a few weeks,” said 
Burt, taking one. “I’d hate to see her be- 
come another Susan Peters.” They had 
all heard of Susan Peters—the young 
actress who, more than twelve years ago, 
was injured in a hunting accident and 
never walked again. 

Audie gave Burt a friendly pat on the 
back. “Cheer up,” he said. “She’ll be okay. 
Come on, let’s go over and say hello before 
they drive her away.” And the three of 
them walked towards the station wagon. 

“Hello,” Audrey smiled as they peeped 
inside. “I’m taking a vacation. Want to 
join me?” They laughed. 

“Say, that’s a great idea,” joked back 
Audie Murphy. “What about a place called 
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Durango. Heard the weather’s great over 
there.” ~ 

Audrey laughed. “Ow!” she screamed a 
second later. “Don’t make me laugh—it 
hurts.” Then minutes later the laugh turned 
to a yawn as the sedative the doctor had 
given her began to take effect. 


leep ... lying in her bed Audrey sighed. 

Sleep then but not now. She looked 

over at the window. It was already 
quite dark out. Soon Juanita would be 
back with the bowl of soup and tell her to 
try to sleep .. . sleep. But it was so hard 
to sleep, so very hard. Mel, Mel would 
come soon. But soon seemed so far away 
when all you could do was to lie on your 
back and look at the ceiling. 

It had been wonderful, though, speaking 
to him, and hearing his deep voice at the 
other end of the line. They had just brought 
her back to the house and set her in this 
hospital bed which went up and down like 
a seesaw, just by pulling a lever at the 
side, when the telephone by the bed rang 
and she had been told that her call to Los 
Angeles was coming through. 

“.. Hello, hello darling . . .” He seemed 
so far away, a faint shadow of a voice in 
between the crackling on the line. 

“Hello, Mel?” 

“They tell me you’re sick and in pain, 
darling. Be brave and rest quietly and Pll 
be right there. We’re taking a plane out 
tonight and I’m bringing a doctor, so. . .” 
but his voice drowned under the whistling 
and crackling until only the words... “Tll 
be there .. .” came through clearly. 

“Don’t worry about me, darling,’ she 
cried. “I’m all right.” But as she spoke 
tears began running down her cheeks. And 
gently the doctor took the receiver from 
her trembling hand. 

“He’s coming here ... soon...” she told 
him. And a wonderful smile spread across 
her tear-stained face. 

“That's good. That’s very nice,” said the 
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doctor, taking the opportunity of insisting 
she lie as still as possible and rest until 
Mel arrived. Then he collected his bag and 
instruments and quietly left the room. 

. . . But that had been hours ago now. 
Hours to lie and think. Hours broken only 
when he came in to peep and see if she was 
all right and when Juanita brought her 
something to eat or drink. Hours to worry, 
hours that ticked by so slowly she wanted 
to get up from her bed and move the hands 
of the moon-faced clock that smiled 
sleepily at her from the table at the end 
of her bed. 

She closed her eyes. The pillow seemed 
so warm, there wasn’t a cool spot left. 
Think about something pleasant, that’s 
what she had to do. Or count sheep. . . 
yes, didn’t her mother always tell her 
when she was a small girl in Holland to 
count sheep when she couldn’t sleep? 

One sheep, two sheep, three, four, five... . 

Again the door opened. It was Juanita 
with a cup of soup. 

“Un poco?” She said, bringing the cup 
over to the bedside. 

Audrey lifted her head slightly and 
drank some. What kind of soup is it? She 
thought. It’s salty, but I wonder ... And 
for a moment she took her thoughts away 
from her pain. 

Then Juanita left the room and she was 
all alone again and in the dark. She looked 
up at the ceiling. The moon had begun to 
make silhouettes across the beams and 
shapes darted about like tiny elves. 

One elf, two elves, three, four, five, six, 
seven Gradually Audrey dropped 
slowly, drowsily to sleep. .. . 

There was a noise downstairs! Men’s 
voices . . . American voices! Mel! It must 
be Mel! 


he door opened slowly. She turned her 

head. “Mel!” she screamed. And he 

came running over to the bed and 
kissed her very, very gently. She forgot 
about the pain, forgot about her fears. Mel 
was here! 

“You do look funny tucked tight in bed 
like a Christmas package,” he joked. 
“Oh, Mel. It’s not funny at all,” she 

scolded. “The doctor said .. .” 

“T know, darling. I know what he said.” 
She looked at him questioningly. “He 
said,” Mel went on, “that it’s not too seri- 
ous and that the injury hasn’t touched the - 
nerves ...so you should be up and walk- 
aver 4 uo 

“But when? In a year, maybe.” 

“No, silly. In a few weeks—four at the 
most.” 

“Ts that what he said?” 

“Sure, darling. You know I speak Span- 
ish so even if his English wasn’t so good, 
I'd have understood him anyway. And 
from the conference he has been having 
downstairs with the doctor I brought with 
me, they seem to be in perfect agreement. 
But my fellow is going to examine you 
thoroughly anyway.” 

And suddenly she found herself laugh- 
ing, almost uncontrollably, until the sharp 
pain in her back made her stop. Mel was 
laughing too . . . she was going to be all 
right. 

Mel took her hand. “And darling,” he 
added, “I’ve got a wonderful surprise. I was 
going to keep it until later but, well... 
it’s this. I’m flying you with me back to 
Los Angeles—home. And Ill be able to 
be with you all the time there and you'll 
have all your old friends around you while 
you're getting well, and...” 

“Oh ... Mel,” she whispered, clutching 
his hand very tightly. “Everyone’s being 
so good ... so good to me.” 

—ANITA ALLEN 


AUDREY’S CURRENTLY IN MGM’S “GREEN MAN- 
SIONS.” WATCH FOR WARNERS’ “THE NUN’S 
STORY,” AND U.A.’S “THE UNFORGIVEN.” 
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